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A FOREWORD 

SCIENCE has brought a new method into 
, artistic criticism, and a new ideal of impar- 
tiality. When a man of science comes across a 
new specimen, let us say of bird,^ he first describes 
it so exactly that every other man of science in 
the world can recognize it from his inventory. 
Every point down to the colouring of a single 
feather of the wing in which this bird differs from 
other birds of the same species is set forth with 
particularity in exact proportion to its import- 
ance. And whether it is important or not de- 
pends on its supposititious value in the struggle 
for existence. When the description is complete 
the man of science goes on to classify his sub- 
ject : he tells you it is of such a genus, such 
a species, such a family even, and proceeds to 
show that it is worthy of notice inasmuch as it 
differs from the type in this, that or the other 
respect. 

It is obvious that the so-called literary critics 
have a good deal to learn from the scientific 
method. When Sainte-Beuve compares Flaubert 
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with Eugene Sue and George Sand, for example, 
it is as if a man of science tried to classify an eagle 
with a bat or a finch. The partiality shown in 
the classification dishonours the critic. 

While attempting to rival scientific exactitude 
and high impartiality the literary critic has still 
a further height to climb. His description may 
be exact, his classification fairly correct, yet we 
shall not be satisfied unless he reveals to us the 
very soul of his subject and its possibilities of 
growth. In this way art asserts its superiority 
to science. 

When this ultimate domain is reached the 
question imposes itself : how far is it permissible 
to modify the real in order to suggest the pos- 
sibilities of the spirit ? The portrait painter is 
always drawn by two divergent forces : he must 
catch the likeness of his sitter and yet make his 
portrait a work of art, and one way of doing 
this is to intensify characteristic qualities. 

This world-old dispute in portraiture between 
likeness and art was settled for the artist by 
Michelangelo. Some one who watched him work- 
ing on his great statue of Lorenzo dei Medici 
kept on objecting that it was not like him, that 
he had known Lorenzo for years, and that he 
would not have recognized him from his marble 
presentment. At length Michelangelo turned on 
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his critic : " And who will care whether it's like 
him or not a thousand years hence ? " In other 
words, the obligation on the artist is to "pro- 
duce a great work of art," and there is no other. 

At the same time, the great portraits of the 
world such as the picture of Charles V on horse 
back by Titian and the Meninas of Velasquez 
and the Syndics of Rembrandt manage to recon- 
cile to some extent both requirements. Every 
one feels that Titian's romantic and idealizing 
tendency was in place when dealing with the 
great Emperor, just as Velasquez and Rembrandt 
were justified in laying more stress on the 
personal and individual traits of their sitters. 

One notices that the tendency of our time is 
towards a faithful and realistic presentment ; 
we desire to be known as we are, and esteemed 
according to our real value. But the fidelity of 
the artist even when dealing with Scotchmen is 
never that of the photograph or phonograph. 
Browning's Rabbi was right : 

All I could never be. 
All, men ignored in me, 
This was I worth to Ck)d whose wheel the pitcher shaped. 

The artist must divine the secret nature and 
even the unconscious tendencies of his subject 
and bring them to expression or his work will 
not endure, and it is love alone that divines. 
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love alone that sees the invisible, and regards 
faults and vices as shadows merely which out- 
line and throw into relief the virtuous powers. 

It is by love that the artist reaches higher 
than the impartiality of the man of science and 
discovers the secrets of the spirit : love is the 
only key to personality and is as necessary to 
the artist as to the saint. It is indeed the 
breath of the soul, the emanation which clothes 
Truth with the magical vesture of Beauty. 
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CONTEMPORARY 
PORTRAITS 

GARLYLE 

THE servant -girl at his house told me that 
Mr. Carlyle had gone for his usual walk on 
Chelsea Embankment, so I went off to find him. 
It was a Sunday in June, about midday ; the 
air was light, the sun warm ; the river shone like 
a ribbon of silk in the luminous air. 

My heart beat fast ; I was going to meet the 
greatest of living men, the only one, indeed, of 
my contemporaries who spoke to me with au- 
thentic inspiration and authority. Browning 
I knew was among the Immortals, one of the 
very greatest of English poets ; a thinker, too, 
of high impartial curiosity ; but apart from his 
poetic gift. Browning seemed to me a well-read 
Englishman of ordinary stature, whereas Carlyle 
was of the race of the giants ; hke Luther, like 
Mahomet, one of the elemental forces of hu- 
manity. I see now that I rated him above 
his worth, mistaking literary gift and Biblical 
solemnity of manner for insight ; but then I was 
all reverence and my heart was thumping — 

And did you once see Shelley plain ? 
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What would he say to me — ^what meraoriable 
thing ? Every time we had met he had said 
something I could never forget, something that 
would remain always as part of the furniture of 
my mind. What would he say to-day ? What 
did I want him to talk about ? He would not 
be directed : 'twas better to let him take his 
own course. . . . 

He looked, I thought, the prophet ; his clothes 
loose and careless, for comfort, not shew ; the 
shaggy, unkempt grey thatch of hair ; the long 
head, the bony, almost fieshless face of one who 
had fasted and suffered ; the tyrannous over- 
hanging cliff forehead ; the firm, heavy mouth 
and out-thrust, challenging chin — ^the face of a 
fighter ; force everywhere, brains and will domi- 
nant ; strength redeemed by the deep-set eyes, 
most human, beautiful ; by turns piercing, 
luminous, tender-gleaming; pathetic, too, for 
the lights were usually veiled in brooding sad- 
ness broken oftenest by a look of dumb despair 
and regret ; a strong, sad face, the saddest I ever 
looked upon — all petrified, so to speak, in tear- 
less misery, as of one who had come to wreck by 
his own fault and was tortured by remorse — ^the 
worm that dieth not. "" 

Why was he so wretched ? What could be 
the meaning of it ? 

Age alone could not bring such anguish ? 
What crown had he missed ? He had done so 
much, won imperishable renown; what more 
did he want ? I felt a little impatient with 
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him. He had done his work, reaped a noble 
harvest : 

Die Zeit ist mein Vermachtniss 
Wie herrlich weit und breit. . . . 

I had only gone a few hundred yards when I 
caught sight of him walking towards me ; he had 
a sort of loose cloak about him and a soft hat 
pulled down over his eyes. I suddenly realized 
that he was very old — an impression one never 
got when taking to him — ^his tall figure was 
shrunken together and much bent ; he walked 
slowly, feebly, leaning heavily on a stout stick : 
my heart ached for him. He met me without a 
word ; I turned and walked beside him in silence 
for some little time. 

He seemed in his most habitual mood of brood- 
ing melancholy. 

" Turner's house," I said at length, pointing 
to the house just to find a subject of conversa- 
tion ; " did you know him ? " He looked across 
at the house and shook his head. 

" I took no interest in him," he said, his tone 
one of tired indifference. ..." Ruskin praised 
him extravagantly ; but that landscape painting, 
if you think of it, is a poor thing in comparison 
with other painting or even with nature herself." 
(I cannot give his Scotch accent, my readers 
must imagine it ; but it lent a special touch of 
individuality to all he said.) ..." In every 
other art, man puts a soul and meaning into his 
work, and that's what we value ; but this " (and 
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he waved his hand over the river) " is just beau- 
tiful as it is — pairfect without purpose. . . . 
There is healing in the air and sunshine ; but 
the sun and air and water care nothing for man's 
dreams or desires ; they have no part nor lot 
wi' us " . . . and he sighed deeply. 

After waiting a little while I began again, pour- 
ing water into the pump : 

" Lessing thought you could not render a land- 
scape in words, but Goethe knew better, didn't 
he ? He knew one could recall the impression if 
the scene to be pictured was at once striking and 
familiar. You remember : — 

Glatte Flache rings umher. 
Keine Luft von keiner Seite 
Todesstille furchteriich, 
In der ungeheuren Weite, 
Reget keine Welle sich. 

" The words call up a summer sea sleeping 
breathlessly, with a magic of representment." 

" Ungeheuren Weite," he repeated, with a 
strong English accent, " but what good is't ? 
I'd rather have had one word of Goethe about 
man and man's work in the world, and man's 
destiny, than pages of such stuff. But about the 
important things of life he had little enough to 
say," and he sighed again. " None of us has 
much. . . . Goethe had a sort of belief in im- 
mortality ; a curious fragmentary hope for a few 
gifted men ? " And he pursed out his lips, while 
the sad eyes held me with an unuttered question 
and appeal. 
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What was I to say ? Comfort I had none to 
give, no gleam of hope : personal immortality 
being incredible to me, I had put the desire of it 
away. It hurt that he of all men should solicit 
the mere reflection or image of the hope^ — ^the 
hero-soul driven to this extremity by the lone- 
liness of the long voyage. Like Columbus (" my 
hero ") he had lived alone with the deeps below 
and above ; contemptuous, envious, mutinous 
underlings about him, and in front the Unknown. 
It wrung my heart that I could only look my 
answer — " You have fought the good fight ; left 
behind you a luminous path for all men for ever 
— ^that's your reward." 

The sense of my utter impotence, the intensity 
of my sympathy, made me almost rude. 

" I wonder you admire Goethe so much," I 
broke out. " His pose as the high and mighty 
Trismegistus kills him for me as it killed him for 
Heine. I always see him in his court dress, be- 
starred, beribboned, bepowdered, sitting on the 
old feudal wall, dangling buckled pumps and 
plump calves above the heads of common folk. 
He had too easy a time of it in life, had Goethe. 
There is generally something common, greedy, 
vulgar in your successful man ; something servile 
in the favourite of princes. You remember how 
Beethoven reproached Goethe for flunkeyism. 
The great man should not play flunkey, nor have 
flimkeys about him." 

Carlyle looked at me. " Ye're a born rebel," 
he said, as if astonished, " but there's some truth 
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in what ye say. Goethe was a master of realities, 
and perhaps paid too much attention to them. 
But I owed him a great deal, the wide-eyed one : 
he saw everything, accepted everything, con- 
quered everything — a victorious Bringer of the 
Light : oxir modern Prometheus." 

" Prometheus suffered a martyrdom," I cried ; 
" the light came from his own agony : this man 
got podgy fat. He was a real thinker, of course, 
a great man ; but he was too pompous and self- 
admiring to be a hero. He might have stood on 
his own feet outside the feudal castle ; but he 
climbed up the wall with strain of hands and 
toes and sat there contentedly ; while Heine — 
well, you know what Heine did to the feudal 
wall," and I laughed irreverently. 

" Heine ! " cried Carlyle, stopping abruptly in 
his walk : " Heine was a dirty Jew pig ! " 

I had been very nervous with Carlyle at first. 
I admired him to reverence, and when he said 
things that seemed to me all wrong, or even 
absurd, I simply held my tongue. But little by 
little I had grown to know him better : I became 
impatient now when he repeated pages of his 
own writings, or said things that were manifestly 
false. I wanted to get to the end of his thought, 
to win new, deep words from him. I had also 
begun to feel that on some subjects we were 
infinities apart and must always think differ- 
ently, and now he had outraged a cult that was 
almost a religion to me : I threw restraint to the 
winds and spoke as I felt. 
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" Heine," I burst out, " Heine was the first of 
the moderns ; one of the divine ; a master of 
wit and poetry ; a lord of laughter and of tears." 

" A dirty Jew pig ! " He repeated the words 
as if speaking impersonally : he loved argument 
as only a Scot can love it. 

" What do you mean ? " I cried. 

" He was animal, dirty," repeated Carlyle, and 
I remarked his long, obstinate upper lip. 

" Dirty as you and I and all men are dirty," 
I replied : " you remember the French proverb 
— hon animal, hon homme?" 

" Your French are dirty, too," he persisted, 
" but not I nor all men." 

" What does dirty mean ? " I exclaimed im- 
patiently. " Shakespeare was dirty, if you like ; 
but on his forehead climb the crowns of the 
world." 

Here Carlyle shook his head, and I retorted ob- 
stinately : " What about the Nurse, and Mercutio, 
Hamlet, Portia and the ' dark lady ' of the' 
sonnets, false Cressida and Cleopatra, Goneril, 
Regan, and a dozen others — ^all dirty, as you call 
it ? Art knows nothing of dirt. You might as 
well talk of a quadratic equation as improper. 
And how you, with your humour, can speak as 
you do of Heine stumps me. You of all men 
must appreciate Heine's humour ; now impish, 
now deep-sighted, kindly, irresistible." 

" He had humour," Carlyle admitted at once, 
" and that's a wonderful gift, humotir-^a saving 
grace. . . . Curious," he went on after a pause, 
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" that none of the old Jewish writers or prophets 
had any of it ; they were all serious, too serious. 
Where did Heine get his humour ? . . . There 
must have been some German blood in him 
somewhere ; the Germans have humour, Richter 
plenty of it, and of the finest." 

" You need not go beyond the Jews to find 
humour," I replied. " The Stock Exchanges of 
Europe are hot-beds of it ; humorous stories and 
phrases abound there, and the Exchanges are 
the New Jerusalems. The chosen people have 
a keen sense of humour." 

" Curious," he said again, " very curious. But 
Heine was dirty -minded." 

" He was a Socialist and singer," I cried, 
" modern and irreverent to his finger-tips : a 
brave soldier in the Liberation War of humanity." 

" I doubt but ye're a rebel yerself," said Car- 
lyle, looking down at me with quizzical humour 
in his eyes, "a born rebel." 

" It hurts," I said, a little confused, " to hear 
you running down Heine ; for you have always 
fought on the same side, though not with the 
same weapons." 

" It may be," he replied ; " but I dislike the 
lechery of him, the dirty ape ! " 

I saw it was no use arguing. I was up against 
a wall of separation, a fundamental difference of 
nature. I left the matter to be thought over at 
my leisure. It seemed to me I had hit upon a 
shortcoming of Carlyle. 

During his lifetime there was a general im- 
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pression that Carlyle, if not a Christian, was at 
least profoundly religious in the Christian sense 
of the word. He had been nurtured, so to speak, 
on the Bible: as soon as he was deeply moved. 
Biblical phrases came to his lips, and one was 
apt therefore to attribute to him a measure of 
faith altogether foreign to his thought. Much of 
the profound sadness in him came, I think, from 
his utter disbelief : a reverent soul brought up 
in childlike piety, he had sought desperately for 
some sign of God, some trace of a purpose in life, 
some hint, however vague, of a goal however 
distant, and had found nothing. His mind, 
tuned to practical realities, trained to mathe- 
matical demonstrations, would accept no half- 
proof, and rejected with scorn the fancy that the 
soul's desire was in itself an earnest of fulfilment. 
Gradually he settled down in Goethe's phrase to 
resolute acceptance of the True and the Good for 
their own sake ; but his heart felt starved and 
lonely, and as his mind outgrew the ordinary 
prejudices and opinions of men he inevitably be- 
came more and more solitary-sad. 

Our talk fell on Shakespeare, I don't know why. 

" In Heroes and Hero-Worship" I questioned, 
" you say that Shakespeare is the greatest man 
who has ever shown himself in literature. That 
seems to imply that greater men have shown 
themselves elsewhere ? " 

" I don't think I meant that," he replied, 
" though it is a little difficult to compare a great 
man of action with a great man of letters : I am 
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not sure that the literary genius is the wider or 
deeper, though most men seem to believe it is." 

" Do you think Shakespeare greater than 
Jesus ? " I asked. 

" Indeed I do," was the emphatic reply ; " and 
so do you." (I shook my head, but he persisted.) 
" What do we know of Jesus ? just naething. 
Learned people tell us that all the best phrases 
put in His mouth were old sayings of Jewish 
sages, and the testimony of the gospels is of the 
weakest — ^altaegither untrustworthy. ' ' 

"I do not want any testimony," I cried. 
" The best sayings of Jesus all belong to one 
mind, a mind of the very rarest. Greatness is 
its own proof. No two Jews were ever born who 
could have said, ' Suffer little children to come 
imto me . . . ' or ' Much shall be forgiven her 
for she loved much.' " 

" Humph," he grunted. " I prefer Shake- 
speare ; he was larger, richer." 

" Pethaps," I replied ; " but Jesus went 
deeper." 

" I don't admit it," he persisted. " All the 
Jewish morality was tribal, narrow ; ' an eye for 
an eye,' stupid, pedantic formula; and the 
Christian 'turn the other cheek,' mere absur- 
dity. I see no greatness in any of it." 

" ' He that is without sin among you let him 
first cast a stone,' " I replied, " is great enough 
and modern to boot," but he would not let me 
continue ; he had got the decisive argument clear 
at last. 
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" Man, He had no humour," he cried, shaking 
his head ; " Jesus had no Falstaff in Him ; I wad 
na gie up the ragged company for all the dis- 
ciples," and again the deep-set eyes danced. 

I tried to put forward some other reasons, but 
he would not listen ; he repeated obstinately, 
" He had no Falstaff in Him, no Falstaff . . ." 
and he chuckled. 

The subject was closed; but the argument 
had shown me how far Carlyle's disbelief had 
carried him — ^in pendulum swing, beyond the 
centre. 

I took up a new subject which I had often 
wanted to get his opinion on. How was I to 
broach it ? I made a little cast round like an 
eager huntsman. 

" You must have met all the distinguished men 
of the age, Mr. Carlyle ? " I began. " Dozens of 
great men. Who was the greatest ? " 

" Emerson," he replied at once, " Emerson by 
far, and the noblest . . ." and he nodded his 
head, repeating the name with a sort of reminis- 
cent emotion. 

" Greater than Darwin ? " I cried in wonder. 
" But perhaps you didn't know Darwin ? " 

" Indeed, and I knew him well," he replied, 
taking me up shortly, " knew him long ago, long 
before he was so famous, knew him and his 
brother. I always thought the brother the abler 
of the two — quicker and of wider range ; but 
both were solid, healthy men, not greatly gifted, 
but honest and careful and hardworking. . . . 
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I remember when he came back after the Beagle 

cruise. I met him at Lady 's, a great party, 

and all the ladies buzzed about him like bees 
round a dish of sugar. When he had had enough 
of it — ^perhaps more than was good for him — 
I called him. 

" ' Come here, Charles,' I cried, ' and explain 
to me this new theory of yoiirs that all the 
world's talking about.' 

" He came at once and sat down with me, and 
talked most modestly and sensibly about it all. 
I saw in him then qualities I had hardly done 
justice to before : a patient clear-mindedness, 
fairness too, and, above all, an allegiance to 
facts, just as facts, which was most pathetic to 
me ; it was so instinctive, determined, even 
desperate, a sort of belief in its way, an English 
belief, that the facts must lead you right if you 
only followed them honestly, a poor groping, 
blind faith — all that seems possible to us in these 
days of flatulent unbelief and piggish unconcern for 
everything except swill and straw," and the eyes 
gleamed wrathfully under the bushy -grey brows. 

" That must have been wonderful," I resumed 
after a pause, " to have heard Darwin explain 
Darwinism." 

" He did it very well," Carlyle went on, " an 
ordered lucidity in him which showed me I had 
underrated him, misseen him, as we poor purblind 
mortals are apt to missee each other even with 
the best will in the world to see fairly," and he 
sighed again heavily. 
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*' But the theory must have interested you," 
I said, hoping to excite him to say more. 

" Ay," he said, as if plunged in thought and 
then waking up. " The theory, man ! the theory 
is as old as the everlasting hills," impatient con- 
tempt in his voice. " There's nothing in it — 
nothing ; it leads no whither — ^all sound and 
fury signifying naething, naething. . . . 

" The fittest," he went on with unspeakable 
scorn, "'the survival of the fittest'; there's an 
answer for you to make a soul sick. What is your 
' fittest,' what d'ye mean by't ? An evasion I 
call it, a cowardly sneaking evasion, with its tail 
between its legs. Is your ' fittest ' the best, the 
noblest, the most unselfish ? There's a faith, a 
belief to live and die by ; but is that your 
' fittest,' eh ? Answer me that. That's what 
concerns me, a man — ^that and nothing else. 

" Or is your ' fittest ' d. poor servile two-legged 
spaniel sneaking round for bones and fawning on 
its master, beslobbering his feet ? Or just the 
greedier mediocrity among hosts of mediocrities, 
the slightly stronger pig or fox, eh ? Ay di me, 
ay di me — ^the evil dreams ! ' Fittest,' humph ! " 
and he pursed his lips and blinked his eyes to 
get rid of the unshed tears. 

" Did you tell Darwin what you thought of 
his new scientific creed ? " I asked after a pause. 

" I did," he said, with a quick change of mood, 
smiling suddenly with the gay sunshiny, irresis- 
tible smile that illumined his whole face, quivering 
on the lips, dancing in the eyes, wrinkling the nose. 
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" After Darwin had talked to me for some 
time a little crowd had gathered about us, open- 
mouthed, listening to Sir Oracle, and when he 
had finished I said : 

" All that's very interesting, Darwin, no 
doubt ; how we men were evolved from apes and 
all that, and perhaps true," and I looked about 
me at the listeners. " I see no reason to doubt it, 
none ; but what I want to know is how 'we'cf^ 
to prevent this present generation from devolv- 
ing into apes ? That seems to me the important 
matter — ^to prevent them devolving into apes." 

And the old man laughed — a great beUy- 
shaking laugh that shook him into a cough, and 
there we stood laughing, laughing in harmony at 
length with the sun which shone bravely over- 
head, while the silken wavelets danced with joy 
and the air was young and quick. 

Caelyle's Mission 
It is time now to consider what Carlyle's talent 
really was and what his gift to men. He has left 
us in no doubt as to what he thought his quali- 
ties and their proper field. When he was asked 
to lecture in London he chose Heroes and Hero- 
Worship as his subject ; and the book still stands 
as perhaps his most characteristic performance. 
His Cromwell is the typical instance of his own 
hero-worship. It will be remembered that he 
chose Frederick the Great to write about a little 
reluctantly, because Frederick, he said, was only 
half a hero ; he was not devout enough, not per- 



CARLYLE 15 

suaded enough in his faith ; but Carlyle chose 
him nevertheless because he was a " practical 
hero," the best leader of men whom that poor 
eighteenth century could produce. 

His Past and Present and Latter-day Pamphlets 
give us his view of the politics of his own time. 
If ever a man believed he was a born leader of 
men, it was Carlyle ; born to rule in England, 
to abolish the anarchy of Parliamentary mis- 
government, to endow England with modern 
institutions instead of feudal institutions, to 
found an industrial State in place of a chivalrous- 
Christian anarchy. Not " arms and the man " 
was to be the burden of the new epic, but " tools 
and the man." Now, instead of dismissing this 
incommensurate ambition with cheap ridicule, 
let us see in what relation Carlyle stood to his 
time, and then we may be able to judge whether 
he was deceived or not in his self-estimate. 

Towards the end of 1908 a book appeared — 
The Making of Carlyle. The title is a little pre- 
tentious ; but the book is not a bad book — a good 
book, indeed, so far as it goes ; though Mr. Craig, 
the author, lends Carlyle his own errors. For 
example, he declares that " Socialism is only a 
contradiction of open competition ; the sole 
difference is one of label ; slavery is the sure 
mark of both." 

I venture to think that Mr. Craig is mistaken 
in this ; certainly he is mistaken in giving this 
as Carlyle's view. I do not remember a single 
passage in Carlyle's writings where socialism is 
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condemned as resembling open competition in 
being a form of slavery. As a matter of fact, 
Carlyle did not condemn " slavery " : what he 
condemned and ridiculed was "the freedom of 
the wild jackass," as he called it ; the liberty of 
men to starve masterless. 

Carlyle was not the first to see this side of the 
truth. Goethe and Coleridge both had insisted 
that unrestrained individual liberty must lead to 
the worst slavery. 

" The open secret " {das offene Geheimniss) of 
Goethe, which Carlyle refers to over and over 
again in Past and Present and Latter-day Pam- 
phlets, is simply this, that open competition for 
the means of livelihood must result in the 
despotism of the few and the absolute enslave- 
ment of the many. No worse tyranny has been 
recorded in modern times than that which was 
to be seen in England in the generation after 
Waterloo, from 1815 to 1830, when the manu- 
facturer was establishing his awful pre-eminence. 
Thousands of children were hired in Devonshire 
and Cornwall, and driven across the coimtry in 
gangs like cattle to the Lancashire factories, 
where they were worked to death for the enrich- 
ment of the manufacturers. The commission of 
doctors which "the noble Ashley," as Carlyle 
called him, got appointed, declared that the first 
effective Factory Act of 1833 " was an Act to 
prevent child murder." . Carlyle, too, sneered at 
the Parliament which decreed that able-bodied 
negroes in the West Indies should not work more 
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than forty-five hours a week, while it allowed 
English children under thirteen years of age to 
be worked fifty-six hours a week. 

While our so-called statesmen were going about 
declaiming odes to " liberty," Carlyle saw the 
evils of unrestricted liberty, and predicted a 
speedy and not an honourable end to what he 
knew was mere anarchy with a fine name. 

Carlyle did not set limits to socialism, or State 
and municipal enterprise, did not say how far 
socialism should enter into our industrial life and 
where it must stop, though his master Goethe 
had done this^; but he felt that there was a 
place for both socialism and individualism in 
modern civilization, and it is to his credit that 
he never made one statement on the matter that 
was false or mistaken, Ruskin, his pupil, made 
hundreds of mistakes, as when he set Oxford 
students to build a useless road across a 
swamp ; but Carlyle did not blunder or mis- 
lead. 

The truth is he brought morals as a certain 
test into economics. He declared that the em- 
ployer of labour who simply worked for his own 
hand and for his own enrichment was a mere 
buccaneer and not a true captain of industry, 
and thus put his finger on the sore. It was his 

' In his dramatic fragment Prometheus ; Epimetheus asks : 

" What then is yours ? " 
And the answer of Prometheus is a notable example of Goethe's 
insight : 

" The sphere that my activity can fill ! 
No more, no less ! " 
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reliance on the moral instincts which gave him 
his Unique authority. Goethe's praise of him 
was curiously right — " a moral force of incalcu- 
lable importance." Let us now consider his 
practical proposals and see how time has treated 
his pretensions. 

The Empire-Builder and Reformer 
Seventy years ago Carlyle saw more clearly 
than our Parliamentary people of either party 
see to-day. Seventy years ago he proposed to 
take our surplus population in British warships 
and settle them on the waste lands of the Cana- 
dian North- West and the waste lands of South 
Africa and Australia — a genial Empire-building 
idea, if ever there was one, which would have 
settled up the Canadian North- West instead of 
allowing free-trade or free-chance to settle up 
the American North- West. Had Carlyle's advice 
been followed we should now have had thirty or 
forty millions of Englishmen in Canada instead 
of five millions, and five or six or ten milhons of 
Englishmen in South Africa instead of a few 
hundred thousand. There would have been no 
Boer war if Carlyle's insight had been used sixty 
or seventy years ago. The only thing that saved 
us in the Boer war was the fact that the Cape 
Dutch didn't join their kinsmen across the Vaal, 
and Cape Colony was kept quiet by the little 
band of English settlers who were planted 
somewhat after Carlyle's plan in the Eastern 
Province sixty or seventy years ago ; nothing 
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else, it is said, nothing but that stood between 
us and irremediable defeat. 

There would be no competition between us 
and Germany to-day had Carlyle been a ruler in 
England; for our Empire instead of counting 
some fifty millions of Englishmen would now 
count more than one hundred millions. He was 
the first and greatest Imperialist, just as he was 
the wisest social reformer. 

It was Carlyle who made us realize that the 
" condition-of -England " was the question of 
questions to-day ; he was the first to point out 
that till we had drained the foul quagmire of 
poverty no high civilization would be possible 
to us. And Carlyle saw plainly enough that the 
quagmire could only be drained by giving the 
land of England back to the people of England. 
That was the first reform, he said ; all other 
necessary measures would follow in its train. 
But the quagmire is still there — undrained, larger 
and deeper now, and with worse effect on the 
public health — ^all just as he predicted. And the 
dead cat of Parliamentary debate still washes 
back and forth on every tide in front of West- 
minster, and is daily growing more offensive to 
the sense. The wisest governor and bravest soul 
born in England since Cromwell was left to fret 
his heart out in obscurity as a writer in a back 
street while England muddled on into ever in- 
creasing difficulties — ^the blind leading the blind. 

There is a memorable page in his Life of 
Sterling which gives the furthest reach of his in- 
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sight on practical social reform. He saw that 
the " intellectuals " to-day were suffering as 
much as the " hands." Our four professions — 
the Church, Medicine, Law, and the Army and 
Navy — ^he remarks, were all professions in the 
Middle Ages. In spite of the fact that modern 
life has grown ten times more complex, we have 
hardly attempted to organize any of the new 
sciences or arts, or " regiment " their teachers 
in efficient bodies. Consequently, the new in- 
tellectual workers are all at a disadvantage and 
suffer under an inferiority due to the negligence 
of our rulers. In the same way he might have 
gone on to point out that three-fourths of all the 
schools to-day in England for higher education 
were there in the days of Elizabeth, and draw the 
obvious moral. 

When I knew Carlyle in 1877-9 I tried again 
and again to get on this subject. I wanted to 
know why he had not taken the conventional 
road to power, why he had never stood for Parlia- 
ment ? I woke the old lion up, but could get no 
answer save a contemptuous sniff. When I 
pressed him again later he told me he had not 
had the time and money to waste. I returned 
again and again to the charge. " You wanted 
to show your insight as a ruler," I said in effect, 
" and perhaps because that was your true metier 
you underrated your own litepry skill and every 
one else's." 

" I have none," he ejaculated. 

" That is delightful nonsense," I retorted. 
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" the first chapter of your French Revolution is 
one of the finest pictures ever painted in words, 
and painted deliberately with conscious artistry : 
chance has no such achievement." 

" Painted truthfully," he corrected, " and not 
artistically at all, unless truth and cunning are one 
— ^as perhaps they are," he added as if to himself. 

" And because you see that this contest with 
poverty is the chief problem of the day, and 
should be taken in hand at oilce, you think little 
of your pictures, even of Cromwell or of Fred- 
erick," I persisted. 

" Ah ! " he replied, " Cromwell would have 
taken the problem in hand. If Cromwell had 
had the East End before him he would have 
drained the swamp — Greatheart, I call him." 

I got nothing from him but such glimpses of 
truth till I spoke once of Disraeli. 

" Curious," I said, " that he was more in sym- 
pathy with you than Gladstone. He at least 
offered you a baronetcy. Why didn't you 
take it ? " 

"Baronetcy!" the old man barked. "The 
unspeakable Jew would have given me the re- 
ward of work, but not the work : he might have 
kept the reward if he had given me the work." 
And he rose to his feet. " Then I should have 
had something better to do than write words, 
words, words for fools to read who don't even 
know what you mean, who never will know. A 
baronetcy to me ! Why not a silk sash and a 
garter ! I was an old man before Disraeli even 
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knew that I was alive, and what I might have 
done ! It hardly bears thinking of . . ." and 
he turned away. . , . 

" There was Froude now : they gave him a 
chance in South Africa, and he did pretty well, 
I believe. Honest, kindly Froude ; but they never 
gave me a chance. Sometimes I wonder why ? 
I would have done what one man could. But I 
had to write instead, and I wasn't made to write ; 
I was made to guide, perhaps, and direct ; I 
might have done things : who knows ? It was 
not to be, I suppose. . . ." 

Carlyle was right, I verily believe — " it hardly 
bears thinking of." That England should have 
left a finer intelligence than Burke, a greater force 
than Chatham, to fust unused for fifty years ; 
the best reforming brain of two centuries un- 
employed, hardly bears thinking of. We are still 
suffering from not having used him, and are 
likely to suffer for many a long year to come. 
England does not even trouble to stone the 
prophets ; she shrugs her broad shoulders, and 
when they speak too loudly puts them out of 
doors or stuffs her fingers in her ears. Ger- 
many used Bismarck and England did not use 
Carlyle, though he was a greater reformer and 
ruler. That difference may have tremendous con- 
sequences one day. 

To sum it all up, Carlyle's gift to men was in 
essence astonishingly simple : he was the best 
product of English Puritanism of whom we have 
any knowledge. All that that belief had in it of 
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honesty and sincerity, of single-hearted allegiance 
to what was true and right and just, came to 
fruit in Thomas Carlyle. 

" All great thoughts come from the heart," 
wrote! Vauvenargues, and in exactly the same 
spirit Carlyle used the heart or, as he would have 
said, his highest instincts as the supreme guide 
in human affairs. And there is certainly no better 
guide. 

It was this honesty and sincerity which gave 
Carlyle his solitary and singular literary triumph. 
The clever, adroit, able man practically con- 
cerned with his own rewards and his own suc- 
cesses, the " hero " of the school of Hume and 
other such historians, was abhorrent to Carlyle. 
All great men, he felt, were absolutely in earnest, 
sincere to the soul, filled with the spirit which 
urges man to ever higher accomplishment. No 
Mahomet, no Cromwell, no Goethe is thinkable 
without this elemental force. All Carlyle's heroes 
were seers like the prophets of old, men who had 
a vision of the truth ; men through whom, as he 
phrased it, God Himself had spoken. And so he 
taught a fat, smug grocer-folk what heroes were 
and how useful they were (if we must measure 
stars by their candle-power), and he showed a 
crowd that admired Crystal Palaces what a true 
temple was like, a temple not made with hands- 
eternal in the heavens. Carlyle was, indeed, a 
moral force of incalculable value. 

His literary power all comes from his practical 
insight into facts and his astounding knowledge 
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of men. He has left us a splendid gallery of 
realistic portrait-sketches. Who that glances at 
them can ever forget his Frederick, or his Mira- 
beau, or his Robespierre for that matter, or Mme. 
Roland, or Marat, or Danton, or a hundred other 
inimitable photographs pinned to life, so to speak, 
by touches of humorous exaggeration. 

The Puritan's Limitations 
On all the main issues, then, of modern politics 
the great Puritan was in the right ; his insight has 
been justified by the event : he was at once the 
best guiding and governing force ever seen in 
England. We must now try to realize his limita- 
tions and shortcomings. Strange to say, he was 
typical of Puritanism also in this ; his blind side 
was the blind side of the whole movement, and 
supplies the reason why the movement failed to 
satisfy modern needs and why it is that to-day 
Puritanism is universally discredited. 

Carlyle had hardly any sense of sex or stirring 
of passion. He was even more devoid of bodily 
desire than Swift or Ruskin. This lack brought 
him to misery and his life to wreck. Mr. Craig 
points out that he never shared his wife's natural 
longing for children ; he could not even under- 
stand it. He had not enough sensuality to 
comprehend his wife's ordinary needs and so he 
treated her harshly without realizing his own 
blindness till it was too late even for atonement. 
A passage in his Heroes and Hero-Worship first 
put me on the track. Speaking of Dante he 
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admitted that the great Florentine was "gey 
ill to live with " and nevertheless defended him. 
Men like Dante, he says, of keen passionate 
sensibilities, and conscious of the importance of 
their mission must always be difficult to live 
with. It was as if Carlyle had been justifying 
his own conduct. 

One day we were walking together in Hyde 
Park : as we neared Hyde Park Corner it began 
to rain : naturally, I quickened my pace a little. 
Suddenly, to my utter astonishment, Carlyle 
stopped, and taking off his soft hat stood there 
in the rain with his grey head bowed. For a 
moment I was lost in wonder : then I remem- 
bered his picture of old Dr. Johnson standing 
bareheaded before his father's shop in Lichfield 
half in piety, half in remorse. I guessed that 
Carlyle was thinking of his wife, and then it 
flashed across me that it was here in Hyde Park 
she had died in her carriage while he was in 
Edinburgh. When he put on his hat and walked 
on, the tears were running down his face. 

I can't remember how the talls^ began and my 
notes do not help me much. At the time I put 
down simply : " Johnson's penance and piety ; 
remorse and repentance not good, harmful ; 
Carlyle's excessive. Bit by hit he told the 
incredible story." 

In brief the story was that he admired his wife 
beyond all other women, loved her and her alone 
all his life ; but had never consummated the 
marriage or lived with her as a wife. 
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" The body part seemed so little to me," he 
pleaded : " I had no idea it could mean much 
to her. I should have thought it degrading her 
to imagine that. Ay di me, ay di me. . . . 
Quarter of a century passed before I found out 
how wrong I was, how mistaken, how criminally 
blind. ... It was the doctor told me, and then 
it was too late for anything but repentance. 
My poor love ! She had never told me anything ; 
never even hinted anything ; was too proud, 
and I, blind, blind, . . . When I blamed myself 
to her I saw the doctor was right ; she had 
suffered and I — ^ah God, how blind we mortals 
can be ; how blind ! 

" It was as if I had been operated on for cataract 
and sight had been given me suddenly. I saw 
the meaning of a hundred things which had 
passed me unexplained; I loved her so that I 
realized even wishes unconfessed to herself, 
realized that she would have been happier 
married to Irving, and that she had felt this. 
Speaking once of his pretended gift of tongues, 
she said, ' He would have had no such gift had I 
married him.' I understood at length, that she 
had wanted him. Physically he was splendid, 
and she had felt his attraction. ... I loved her 
so, I could have given her to him, and I did 
nothing but injure her and maim her life, the 
darling ! who did everything for me and was 
everything to me for forty years. . . . 

" And the worst of it all is, there is no other 
life in which to atone to her — my puir girlie ! 
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it's done, and God Himself cannot undo it. My 
girl, my puir girl ! . . . Man, man, it's awful, 
awful to hurt your dearest blindly, awful ! " and 
the tears rained down the haggard old face and 
the eyes stared out in utter misery. 

I comforted him as best I could, told him that 
in his remorse he exaggerated the wrong and the 
injury, that, after all, he had been by far the best 
husband Mrs. Carlyle could have had, that faith- 
lessness went with passion, that she might have 
suffered more with any other man, and that she 
could never have known with any other such 
perfect companionship of spirit, such intimacy 
of soul, but he shook his head ; he had always 
loved the truth and now against himself he 
would not bhnk it. " Ma puir girlie ! " was his 
cry and " blind, blind ! " his ceaseless self- 
reproach. He had put all his pride in his in- 
sight, and it was his insight that had failed 
him. 

Years later I told the fact at a dinner at the 
Garrick Club, and a man I did not then know 
confirmed it across the table : told me he was 
the doctor in question and afterwards in private 
gave me the other side of the story from what 
Mrs. Carlyle had told him. It was Sir Richard 
Quayne,^ I believe. Some time or other I shall 
probably tell what he told me that night. 

Carlyle's confession to me broke down all 
barriers between us. Whenever we met after- 

* The name in my memory is " Dicky Quain " ; but I only noted 
" the doctor " and one letter after it which is illegible^ 
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wards he treated me with infinite consideration 
and kindness. But all that is another story, and 
not to be told here. 

What concerns us now is the fact that this 
bodily disabihty of Carlyle explains most of his 
shortcomings as literary critic and writer, and 
in especial his blindness to what one might call 
the aesthetic side of hfe. His eyes and heart 
were closed to beauty ; he never saw that House 
Beautiful of Art which to-day occupies the place 
in life formerly held by church and conventicle. 
He had nothing but contempt for poetry ; 
" jingles " he called it ; would never admit its 
real importance : pictures, too, except of real 
events, he took little interest in, and studies of 
the nude human figure seemed to him indecent 
and disgraceful : he had no ear for music or 
understanding of its universal passionate appeal. 
Had he been given despotic power this is where 
he must have failed ; he would have starved the 
senses and neglected their dramatic and vital 
uses. 

The curious part of the matter is that though 
he saw clearly, perhaps all too vividly, how his 
shortcoming had led him astray in the most 
intimate personal relation, he never seemed to 
suspect that the same physical disability must 
necessarily blind him to the artistic sid« of life 
and make him an absurd judge of its value and im- 
portance. Hence arose all or nearly all his weird 
literary misjudgings. He said of Wordsworth : 

" A small genuine man ; nothing perhaps is 
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sadder than the unbounded laudation of such 
a man." 

Keats to him was a " dead jackass perfumed 
with rose-water." He even went so far as to 
declare to me once that nothing but brains, 
sheer insight, counted, and that Shakespeare's 
brains, apart from his poetic and literary gift, 
were no better than his own. I ventured on this 
matter pointedly to disagree with him. It seemed 
to me that Shakespeare and Bacon, too, have 
shown better brains. 

After all, the tree is judged by its fruits and 
and the writer by his works : whatever virtues 
he possesses and whatever failings will certainly 
be found there for all men to see. And it must 
be admitted, I'm afraid, that Carlyle's works 
are not at all commensurate with his genius, and 
represent but poorly the fifty years of un- 
remitting toil he put into them. His slightest 
writings are the most read, and the most 
readable — ^the Cromwell,Heroes and Hero-Worship, 
Sartor Besarius, and The French Revolution. His 
most ambitious work. The Life of Frederick, is 
a colossal failure : he has buried his hero under 
the monument he built in memory of him. Had 
his relations to life been happier he must have 
known that no story without love in it could 
possibly hold the interest of men for a dozen 
volumes. As it is, the gold of a noble spirit is 
all dispersed and lost in the gigantic earth-heap 
of a mole-like industry. If he had devoted the 
eleven years wasted on his Frederick to the 
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story of Carlyle and his Contemporaries, if he 
had used his superb gift of realistic portraiture 
on the men and women whom he knew person- 
ally, he would surely, I helieve, have given us a 
dozen pages for our English Bible. It is not quan- 
tity we want, but quality; not information, but in- 
spiration . The last chapter of Ecclesiastes, the few 
verses of Paul on Charity outweigh a library. 
Carlyle's outlook on life was sombre and sad, 
not joyous : his temper desperate or despairing, 
not hopeful : I find the explanation in his 
physical weakness which he was accustomed to 
speak of as merely dyspepsia. 

All Carlyle's faults as a man of letters are sins 
against the spirit of Beauty, and they are all to be 
found writ large in Puritanism. Puritanism as 
we know defaced the churches, tore down the 
images of saints, and shut the theatres. Puritan- 
ism it was that destroyed the gallery of paintings 
which had been collected by Charles I, and 
ordered that " all pictures containing any repre- 
sentation of the Second Person of Trinity or of the 
Virgin " should be " forthwith burnt." 

Carlyle's impotence made everything about 
him clear to me. Ever afterwards I saw him as 
a sort of Polyphemus, a one-eyed giant. He 
stood to me for Puritanism itself and explained 
it, in its strength and in its fatal weakness, as 
no one else could. Paganism died because it 
neglected the soul and the claims of the soul ; 
Puritanism died because it scorned the body 
and the claims of the body. 
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But it was honest and sincere even when it 
went in blinkers, and intensely in earnest, and 
in England it produced two great men as 
witnesses to its virtue, Cromwell and Carlyle. 
England used Cromwell, but did not use Carlyle, 
yet in spite of his physical disability Carlyle was 
greater than the ruler whom Milton called " our 
chief of men " and by reason of his infirmity 
he was the more perfect representative of English 
Puritanism. 

Gross beginnet, ihr Titanen ; aber leiten 

Zu dem ewig Guten, ewig Schonen, 

1st der Gotter Werk ; die lasst gewahren ! 
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IT was in 1889 or 1890 that the late Sir Charles 
Dilke gave me a letter to Renan. " You 
should call on him in the College de France," he 
said ; " he talks wonderfully ; if he takes to 
you, you'll have a treat." 

I sent the letter of introduction with a note, 
and called on Renan shortly afterwards by 
appointment. I was shown into a very ordinary 
room, a room of the French middle class, and 
in a moment or two Renan entered. He was 
very amiable ; it was kind of me to come, he said : 
would I not sit down and take coffee ; Sir Charles 
Dilke was one of the politicians whom he most 
esteemed ; his intimate knowledge of France and 
his liking for things French seemed to promise 
a more cordial understanding between the two 
peoples. . . . While he talked fluent amiabilities 
of this sort, I tried to take a mental photograph 
of him. 

Renan was a short man, not more than five 
feet three or four in height and very stout. Fat 
had swamped all the outlines of his face except 
the forehead, which appeared narrow in com- 
parison with the large jaws and porky jowl. Yet 
looked at by itself the forehead was not narrow, 

32 
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of fair size indeed and shapely, and the eyes, 
which at first seemed small and watchful, were 
more than usually intent and a little sad, as of one 
who had had his share of life's disappointments 
and disillusions. The nose was of good form, 
but thick and fleshy, suiting the face. The 
mouth was a better feature ; a little small, the 
upper lip firm, the lower sensitive and sinuous — 
the mouth of a born orator and artist. The 
voice was more than worthy of the lips, a sweet 
clear tenor, pleasant and supple, with a myriad 
graceful inflections in it and significant pauses 
— ^the soul of the man to me was in his charming, 
light, flexible voice. 

As Renan sat on the edge of the chair, his 
pear-shaped stomach appeared to keep his short 
legs apart ; he had a trick of planting his hands 
palm downwards on his stout thighs, or of inter- 
lacing his fingers across his paunch, while twirling 
his thumbs. His nails were ill-kept, and the 
front of his frock-coat had grease stains on it; 
his hair, worn in long locks and fringing his 
collar behind, was dirty grey in colour, and 
looked untidy. 

Altogether he was the very type of a French 
village priest: easy-going and good-natured, 
careless of cleanliness and neatness as if lax 
conduct had been further relaxed by years of 
self-indulgence. Nothing distinguished in his 
appearance ; nothing beyond fair intelligence 
and much patience in the brooding regard ; 
ihaxdly a trace of will-power to be found; but 
3 



34 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

plenty of fat kindness and ample tolerance, and a 
shrewd reading of facts and men with the search- 
ing, intent eyes. 

His talk that first afternoon was not remarkable : 
fluent and graceful with here and there a touch 
of irony curving the fine lips to a smile. He 
seemed rather to evade knotty points, to wish 
to keep in the shallows of ordinary social inter- 
course. Behind his smiling amiability I divined 
a colossal conceit quick to suspect and resent 
any lack of reverence. I paid him compliments, 
therefore ; praised his Life of Jesus, his Dialogues, 
and even his plays effusively. He lapped it all 
up with smiling satisfaction : evidently he had 
been very well treated in life, this priest who 
had turned worship into one of the graceful arts. 

I made my visit short. At first he had seemed 
a little on his guard, but at the end of our talk 
he showed himself most kindly, amiable. My 
praise must have been grateful to him, for he 
pressed me to come again : he would always be 
delighted to see me, he repeated. 

• ••••• 

A little later I called on him again and heard 
all about his travels in Palestine. He insisted 
on the obvious fact that topographical knowledge 
is of the utmost importance to the historian. 

" When you see the Plain of Gennesaret, or 
the Lake of Galilee or Jerusalem," he said, 
" your understanding of the events and of the 
personages is enormously vivified and quickened : 
the milieu explains the man much as the soil 
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explains the tree. The best part of my Life of 
Jesus was prepared in Palestine. It was there 
Jesus became completely comprehensible to me." 
In spite of myself I smiled a little at this 
flattering self-estimate, but outwardly I was 
quite polite, and followed his lead by saying that 
Carlyle had told me the same thing ; he had 
gone to Dunbar before writing the history of 
the battle ; Curtius, too, always declared his 
history of Greece was inspired by his travels in 
the peninsula. 
Renan was interested in this, and generalized 

^he experience at once : 

^ " The literary and artistic movement of our 
Slay," he said, " is towards realism ; the wish to 
see the thing as it is : everywhere the love of the 
document, trust in the fact — ^very interesting." 

Some time after this I happened to mention 
casually that I was going to see Renan, when an 
American acquaintance asked me whether it 
would be possible to introduce him. He assured 
me he would enjoy it above everything. I knew 
him only slightly, but he seemed so eager about 
it that I took his desire for half -proof of know- 
ledge and understanding, and accordingly wrote 
to Renan that I would call on him on a certain 
day, and, if he would allow me, present a friend 
who much wished to know him. We called ; 
Renan was cordial and charming, but the 
American turned out to be a terror. Again and 
again he tried to impress Renan with the fact 
that life in Paris was exceedingly immoral, that 
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incidents took place there every day which would 
not be tolerated in an Anglo-Saxon town. Renan 
smiled, and listened politely for some little time ; 
but at length his patience was exhausted ; look- 
ing up at him under his grey brows, and evidently 
taking him for an Englishman, he asked in his 
silkiest voice : 

" Have you ever seen anything in Paris, 
Monsieur, more immoral than a leader in The 
Times ? " 

" What does he mean ? " the American asked 
me in English. " There can be nothing immoral 
in a leading article in The Times" 

" Oh yes, there can be," I gasped, " and there 
often is, and the American newspaper is just as 
immoral as the English." 

After this I cut the interview as short as 
possible and ended it with the most flattering 
things I could say to Renan. I told him how I 
admired his celebrated letter to Berthelot and 
how right it was that the first artist in creative 
criticism should write to the first master of 
synthetic chemistry on such a subject as the life 
of Christ. 

A day or two afterwards I called again to 
apologize to Renan for having introduced my 
compatriot. I found he had understood every- 
thing. He had seen that the American did not 
mean to be rude, and he was desirous of explain- 
ing to me that he had not wished to reprove him, 
but just to induce him to think of the short- 
comings of his own race. 
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" It is the rudeness," Renan continued, " of 
Germans and Englishmen that always astonishes 
us Frenchmen. They are rude unconsciously ; 
it is not a rudeness of self-absorption or of 
excitement — ^that we could easily pardon ; but 
the rudeness of a lower plane of thought and 
feeling, the rudeness of selfishness or want of 
consideration. . . . 

" I sometimes think that it takes a civilization 
of thousands of years to make a nation polite. 
When you tell a Frenchman that he is impolite 
he is shocked, he insists on your proving it. 
Even when he is most angry he understands that 
it is a grave delinquency. But I am informed 
that if you tell an angry Englishman or an 
American that he is impolite, he simply laughs 
at you ; it would not seem to him a disgraceful 
charge at all. He sees nothing in impoliteness, 
and therefore does not resent the accusation. . . . 

" Your English civilization is too young ; it is 
only four or five centuries old, and the German 
civilization in the sense of national life is shorter 
even than yours. Our civilization, on the other 
hand, goes back to Roman times ; we have been 
civilized for two thousand years, and the Italians, 
•whose civilization is still older than ours, are still 
more exquisitely polite than we are. We Latin 
people have a great inheritance," he concluded, 
pursing his lips ; "we ought therefore to be very 
considerate of others. . . ." 

I remembered something Matthew Arnold had 
written once on this subject, and I told him of it. 
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He classed English and French civilizations 
together, saying that in literature and art they 
have the same canons, the same understanding 
of high artistic work, the same keen feeling for 
faults and shortcomings, even in masterpieces ; 
because they both possess an old and rich 
national life : they have a long rule wherewith 
to measure. 

" It is no doubt conceit," I added, " that made 
Matthew Arnold assume that our language goes 
back to Beowulf, and that English civilization 
dates from the landing of Augustine in the sixth 
century." 

Renan was quick to take it that I was putting 
forward my disagreement with him under the 
shield of Matthew Arnold. 

" But your language," he said, " surely began 
with Chaucer about the middle of the fourteenth 
century ? " 

" Our Saxon Chrbnicle is, of course, far earlier," 
I remarked, " centuries earlier, and there are 
poems and things before that." 

" But can you read them ? " he asked. 

" They are difficult," I replied, " but I think 
they are as easy to read as your oldest poetry 
written in the Ile-de-France." 

" Really, really," he replied, while apparently 
seeking for a telling rejoinder. " At any rate 
you will admit that Rome was the hearth of 
civilization from which radiated all this pleasant 
intellectual warmth and light, and we are a 
little nearer the centre than you are." 
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" Much, much nearer," I repUed pohtely. 

Was it possible, I asked myself, as I went 
away, that the nation of Racine and Pascal and 
Balzac should think itself superior to the race 
that had produced Shakespeare and Bacon and 
Emerson ? I could not help smiling a little at 
Renan's amiable condescension. 

• ••••« 

I had seen him many times, talked with him 
on many subjects, become almost an intimate 
indeed before we grappled finally oyer The Life 
of Jesus. I must confess that my ideas at first 
were not very clear on the subject. I admired 
Renan's book, but I took it rather as a romance 
than a' biography. In its own way it was very 
interesting and worthful, but there seemed to 
me appalling mistakes in it, misconceptions even, 
as well as faults of irreverence and impiety which 
set me against it. No one, I thought, should 
approach that theme save on his knees. I could 
not pardon the easy, careless, condescending 
treatment of the subject. All sorts of men have 
handled it, great and small : Rubens and Rem- 
brandt, Velasquez and Fra Angelico. The best 
presentations have always been the most 
reverent : The Stranger at Emmceus of Rem- 
brandt, The Master with Judas of Fra Angelico. 
I did not want to discuss his book with Renan : 
->he had always been particularly courteous and 
' kind to me, and I was afraid I should hurt him. 
But there was in him an irrepressible curibsity 
as to the position he and his work held in other 
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countries. He saw, as Bacon saw, that the 
judgment of other peoples had in it something 
of the detachment and impartiality necessary to 
a definitive decision. One day he pressed me to 
tell him frankly what Englishmen thought of his 
Life of Jesus. 

" They don't think of it," I replied, laughing, 
" but," I hastened to add, " there's no class in 
any country, is there, at all able to judge your 
work ? " 

" Perhaps you're right," he rejoined, smihng 
at the implied compliment ; " tell me, will you, 
what you think of it ? " 

" Oh I love it," I replied. " It is a charming 
and beautiful work of art : the romance of 
religion." 

" I see," he took up the thought gravely ; 
" you think it is too artistic, not true enough, 
eh ? Please be frank with me. It would be the 
truest kindness." 

He used sincere words and I had to respond 
to them. 

" As you insist upon it," I said, " that is 
something like my meaning. The Life is written 
by one more occupied with the idea of painting 
a complete picture than by a man who is resolved 
to set down just what he sees, no jot more, no 
tittle less. 

" In face of that world-tragedy I think we 
English want the actual story with all its gaps, 
the fragmentary truth and the truth alone with 
nothing added, rather than a story pieced out 
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by the imagination. We're afraid of a syllable 
beyond what is implicit in the known facts." 

" You must give a concrete instance," he cried. 
" What you say interests me enormously. Where 
have I put in patches that swear at the rest of 
the cloth ? " 

" Forgive me," I cried ; "I did not go so far 
as that," and then, smiling in deprecation, I 
went on ; for I felt that my frankness had 
touched him on the quick ; " sometimes even 
when the patch is of the same cloth, I dislike it 
because it is not the actual garment, and I will 
not have that added to by any artist in clothes 
however clever." 

" An instance, an instance," he cried, " one 
instance. You keep me on tenterhooks." 

" You will excuse my memory," I stipulated, 
" if I try to quote you without the book ? " (He 
nodded.) " Comparing Paul once with Jesus you 
say, ' He had not His adorable indulgence : His 
way of excusing everything : His divine inability 
to see the wrong. Paul was often imperious and 
made his authority felt with an assurance that 
shocks us.' 

" Now Jesus may have been of an ' adorable 
indulgence ' ; but He did not excuse everything ; 
He was not unable to see the wrong, nor would 
such inability be generally regarded as divine. 
Jesus was indulgent to sins of the flesh ; but He 
was very severe on sins of the spirit. ' Woe 
unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites ! 
for ye pay tithe of mint and anise and cummin. 
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and have omitted the weightier matters of the 
law, judgment, mercy, and faith.' Jesus saw 
the wrong very clearly and did not excuse it." 

" Ah," replied Renan, as if relieved, " you can 
take a brush-stroke and say it is too heavy, but 
in comparison with Paul, I maintain that Jesus 
was of an ' adorable indulgence.' It is all right 
enough ; but each sentence must be looked at 
as part of a whole." 

His happy carelessness, his invincible resolve 
not to see himself as I saw him, or the faults in 
his book as they would be seen by others, 
challenged me to continue : he would not judge 
himself though severe self-criticism is the first 
condition of great work. I answered lightly to 
be in tune with his manner. 

" I do not want to make a point unfairly," I 
replied. " I chose what I regard as a most 
characteristic passage. You appear to think that 
the inability to see the wrong is a divine virtue. 
I regard that indulgence as merely the amiability 
of a good-humoured sceptic. But what you have 
written all hangs together," I broke off, " and 
forms a whole— a fine French picture of the 
world-shaking event." 

" What do you mean ? " he cried, " why do 
you say a ' French ' picture ? Do deal frankly 
with me," he pleaded. " The question interests 
me greatly ; why not treat me as you would 
wish to be treated ? " and he looked at me 
gravely. 

The appeal was irresistible. 
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" You say that Paul was ' ugly ' — ' an ugly 
little Jew,' " I replied ; " you use the epithet 
again and again as a term of reproach. You 
dwell with pleasure on the personal beauty of 
Jesus — ' a handsome Jewish youth ' are your 
words." (He nodded.) "Well," I went on, 
" this is another instance of what I mean. We 
do not know whether Jesus -was handsome or 
not. One feels certain that no one could have 
lived habitually in communion with the Highest 
as He did without bearing signs of it in His face. 
On the other hand. His disciples never speak of 
His personal beauty, so we must take it that His 
message was infinitely more important than His 
looks. A biographer, it seems to me, would have 
done well to follow their example. The spirit- 
beauty of Jesus must have been infinitely rarer 
and more impressive than any regularity of 
feature." 

, " You will admit," said Renan, " that the 
beauty of feature must add to the spirit-beauty, 
and the weight of evidence is on my side." 

He then went on to talk of the various 
traditions of the Greek and Roman churches 
with what seemed to me great learning. He 
discussed the question with such a wealth of 
special knowledge, that the same evening I could 
not recall a tenth part of what he had said, aiid 
he summed it all up by declaring that whatever 
evidence there was, seemed to him to favour 
the idea that Jesus was personally handsome. 

His argument left me unconvinced. The 
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Silenus ugliness of Socrates always appeared to 
me to increase the effect of that death-scene in 
the Phaedo, while the emphasis laid upon the 
personal beauty of Mahomet seems to show that 
his influence was rather one of personality than 
of spirit. 

" Why should we even ask ourselves what 
Jesus was like ? " I questioned. " What He said 
was so ineffably beautiful that we assume every- 
thing else was in harmony with it." 

Renan was just as obstinate. " We must 
agree to disagree on that matter," he said 
shortly, " but if this is your chief objection to 
my Ldfe of Jesus I am delighted, for you admit 
that in the main the book is very interesting." 

Renan's longing for praise seemed to me 
almost childish. What can praise or blame 
matter to one who knows he has done the work ? 
His cawing like a hungry baby-rook for a morsel 
of praise stiffened me. 

" Oh, no," I said, " it is not my chief objection ; 
it is only one small instance of what my chief 
objection is. The main thing is I would not have 
the story added to or improved even in any 
way." 

" But you would round his life to complete- 
ness ? " Renan said, " fill up the gaps in the 
story ? " 

" K the facts are implicit in the story," I 
said, " but not otherwise. I would not use my 
own imagination at aU." 

" I do not quite follow you," he replied. " You 



RENAN 45 

would not have one merely rewrite the story set 
forth in the Gospels ? Besides, they contradict 
one another again and again on essential points. 
You have to use your judgment, your sympathy, 
your imagination even, when deciding between 
flagrant contradictions." 

" Certainly," I admitted, not wishing to give 
away my whole thought, "that is only reason- 
able. What I mean is that the divine figure is 
there in the Gospels : at least it seems so to me. 
It may be reheved out from the encumbering 
dross by Judgment and sympathy ; but should 
not be altered." 

" But in what way have I altered it ? " he 
cried impatiently. 

" Just as you have made Him beautiful," I 
replied, " so you have made Him heroic. He is 
the saint to me and not the hero ; in Gethsemane 
He prays that the cup may pass from Him, and 
yet not My will but Thine be done. He is the 
conscience and not the courage of humanity, or, 
to put it in modern terms, the impulse of the 
plant upwards to the light, and not the struggle 
of the plant with other plants to live." 

Renan dismissed my objections as insignificant. 

" All great men have something of the hero in 
them, and so had Jesus in spite of His self- 
abnegation. It is like the question of His hand- 
some person. He went up to Jerusalem though 
He must have known what would happen to 
Him ; He dared death then as He endured it 
later — ^heroically. 
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" But of course all these are small matters. 
The important point is, have I understood the 
miracles aright ? Was he self-deceived in regard 
to them, ot did he deceive others ? His char- 
acter must suffer in the one case, His wisdom in 
the other. 

" I have shown, I think, that it was the people 
about him who desired the miracles. He did not 
like wonders ; refused indeed to give His enemies 
any sign, and appears only to have yielded to 
the desire of the disciples now and then, and 
with reluctance. Again and again He requests 
those He has healed to keep His work secret, to 
tell no one. I hope you a,gree with me in this 
view that He only became a wonder-worker late 
in life, and against His own inclination." 

" I am prepared to go further," I confessed, 
" though I am at least as sceptical as you are 
about so-called miracles. I feel certain that He 
healed the sick again and again : that virtue 
went out of Him and was felt by those who came 
near Him ; much more by those who touched 
His garment, and still more by those who had 
His divine hands laid upon them. 

" How far He worked what we call miracles, I 
don't know, or even care greatly. The word 
itself is hard to define. We live in the midst of 
miracles. How the unconscious seed can carry in 
itself the experience of a thousand thousand 
years ; how a baby can hold in its comprehension 
all the thoughts and peculiarities of its myriad 
forefathers, and thus be an epitome of the race, 
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I can't even imagine : our living and being are a 
perpetual miracle. Jesus was, no dotibt, dis- 
inclined to gratify the childish desire of His 
disciples for signs and wonders ; but " 

" Then I was right," cried Renan, " on the 
main point, though I do not quite follow what 
you mean by virtue coming out of Him, or your 
insistence on His divinity. Surely you do not 
believe in that ? " 

I did not wish to push our disagreement to a 
dispute. 

" We have all something of the divine in us, 
have we not ? " I replied. " Virtue comes out 
of you, even in a discussion, cher maitre. 

" One cannot but agree with the greater part 
of what you say about miracles and other 
occurrences, and you have said it all wonderfully. 
Every one acknowledges that you are one of the 
great masters of French prose ; the garment of 
your thought is so easy, so graceful, so musical. 
Besides you have dared to appeal to the heart, 
and yet avoided mawkishness by deft touches of 
irony — spangles on the robe." 

He swallowed it all greedily, smiling and 
twirling liis thumbs. The "spangles" on the 
robe even pleased him. The theatricality of the 
phrase he put down to my weakness in French, 
whereas I really meant that the Parisian touches 
of irony — " One can't live up to being always a 
son of God " — were revolting mistakes in a 
life of Jesus, and the touches of amused 
superiority which pleased nearly all Frenchmen, 
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offend our English taste. But it was not worth 
while to try to correct his illimitable conceit. 

It now remains for me to discover the reason 
of Renan's partial failure ; to show why he was 
unable to see Jesus as He was. I might do this 
through his intellect or through his character, or 
both. I should perhaps first trace his philosophy 
to its sources and show its inadequacy, demon- 
strate that the conclusions on which his mind 
rested were not certainties, as he imagined, but 
self-deceptions ; that at bottom he was an 
absolute infidel, incapable of believing in miracles 
or in prayer, or indeed in virtue, in any vital 
distinction between good and evil. And a man 
by nature incredulous is constitutionally in- 
capable of understanding a believer, much less 
a prophet or a saint. 

Renan is a sort of glass in which one sees the 
reflection of all the important thought-waves of 
his time : he had learnt from Kant to believe 
in the spiritual or, rather, in the mental world ; 
from Hegel a certain tinge of mysticism and a 
desire to reconcile contradictions in a higher 
synthesis ; but it was Schopenhauer's pessimism 
which had affected the very current of his blood. 
All this, his own intellectual limitations and the 
various influences which had played upon him 
from different angles, so to speak, can be traced 
in his philosophic writings. He shows his naive, 
youthful enthusiasm in The Future of Science, 
and his later complete disillusion in Metaphysics 
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and its Future, and in the famous Letter to 
Berthelot. 

A glance at his so-called contradictions will 
lead us to the heart of the mystery. One critic 
complains that Renan's contradictions are "wil- 
ful." Or do they arise, as Renan himself explained, 
from a desire to show all the different facets of 
truth ? Another condemns his " liking for contra- 
dictions " as having degenerated into a trick of 
manner, and this is a friendly French critic. The 
thinker should resemble a lighthouse, according 
to Renan, and throw the white radiance now 
through green and now through red glasses in 
order to attract the inattentive ; but the high 
seriousness of truth hardly lends itself to such 
illusion. Many of Renan's contradictions are 
not accidental or formal, but of the essence ; the 
assertions of a Gallio who will use fact or fiction 
indifferently as they chance to suit his im- 
mediate purpose. 

His treatment of Moses is typical of his whole 
method. First of all, he states the problem 
admirably, without shirking any of its diffi- 
culties : coolly, dispassionately, as a scientist 
and historian he tells us that Moses, unlike Jesus, 
is not an historical personage. St. Paul assuredly 
had good reason for his belief that Jesus had 
lived and had suffered on the Cross, and St. Paul 
was a contemporary whose good faith it is im- 
possible to doubt. On the other hand, the oldest 
mention of Moses occurs four or five centuries 
after he was supposed to have lived and led the 

4 
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Israelites out of Egypt. No one could state the 
case against Moses more forcibly. Renan even 
asserts that the whole story of the Exodus itself 
may be a fable, and that all we can feel sure of is 
the bare fact that the Jews left Egypt and took 
possession of the Holy Land. Nothing could be 
clearer or in closer accord with truth ; but as 
soon as Renan begins his narrative he forgets 
his scepticism and tells us of the " burning bush," 
and the way the bitter waters of Marah were 
rendered drinkable ; he will even point out the 
place where the leaders of the expedition appear 
to him to have formed precise plans for the 
conquest of Canaan. Renan is a sceptic backed 
by an artist, and as artist he must have affirma- 
tions and beliefs, visions even ; and so extra- 
ordinary contradictions creep into his work. He 
is like one of those lunatics who are utterly 
indifferent to money and yet persist in amassing 
false coins and collecting spurious notes on the 
" Bank of Invention." As a sceptic and critic 
he will tell you that the history of Samson has 
suffered by being touched up {d'etranges re- 
touches) ; twenty pages further on the artist 
assures you that the story has not been touched 
at all (w'a pas ete retouchee). 

The truth is Renan has the creative imagina- 
tion of a poet, and he uses the fact as -a, spring- 
board by means of which he may rise higher into 
the air. 

His real creed is to be found in his philosophic 
Dialogues ; they start with what he regards as 
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" Certainties," then pass to " Probabilities," and 
finally rise to " Dreams." But Renan's most 
cherished " certainties " would be " dreams " to 
less imaginative natures. It seems certain to him 
that " this world has a purpose and a goal," that 
" we are the playthings of a higher egotism 
which uses men as pawns in a game," and that 
" we are often duped cunningly by nature to 
fulfil some purpose which transcends all our 
imagining," It is a " certainty " forsooth that 
nature " is moving towards some end " ; it is a 
" probability " that such motion is a progress 
not only through the ages, but from " world to 
world." 

And if you ask him for the inspiring cause of 
this evolutionary process or for the objective to 
which we are tending, he will confuse things 
with words, and assert that " this cause is the 
desire to be, the thirst for consciousness, the 
necessity that the ideal should be realized." 
(" Cette cause fut le desir d'etre, la soif de 
conscience, la necessite qu'il y avait a ce que 
I'ideal fut represente.") He insists that the 
" evolution of the ideal is at once the object and 
moving cause of the universe. The pure idea is 
only a potentiality ; matter in itself is powerless ; 
the idea can only reach consciousness by in- 
carnating itself in matter." And then, if you 
please, he calmly sums up : " Everything comes 
from matter ; but it is the idea which is the soul, 
the animating principle which aspires to self- 
realization, and thus reaches to life — VoilA 
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Dieu / " To try to criticize such Hegelian 
rhapsody would be just as profitable as the 
attempt to dissect moonbeams. But that Voild, 
Dieu is beyond price, a jewel of French art. 

It must be perfectly plain to any careful 
student that Renan's mind is saturated with 
opposing and contradictory hypotheses : at one 
moment he is in love with the " idea " of Hegel, 
at the next with the Darwinian theory of evolu- 
tion, and then he falls back into the simplest 
anthropomorphism and talks of "the object 
and purpose of the universe " as if he had just 
been listening to a sermon by Bossuet. 

But this net-like eclecticism is characteristic 
of the age, and, curiously enough, in his 
" Dreams " Renan reaches beyond his own time 
to the thought of our day. Starting with T;he 
idea that the object of the universe is an ever 
more complete self-consciousness, an ever in- 
creasing vitalization of matter by thought, 
Renan, with his poetic imagination, is forced 
to reahze this abstract purpose by clothing the 
general consciousness in a personality who, 
coiicentrating in himself all human knowledge, 
becomes in some sort omnipotent. Renan 
invented the Superman before Nietzsche. But 
it is a mere supposition that science and its 
applications will fall to the control of an ever 
smaller' number of people as Renan believes. 
None of the mjrriad discoveries of our time has 
this esoteric character; none of the military 
inventions tends to concentrate power in the 
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hands of an individual ; the Superman is just as 
subjective a fancy as " the aim and purpose of 
the universe," which can be traced from seon to 
aeon, and from planet to planet. The whole 
thing is a bubble blown by a supersubtle sceptic 
who will console himself for the shortcomings 
and obscurities of reality by accepting his 
fancies for facts. 

And just as in Renan's philosophy one is 
forced to find the sceptic-artist utterly indifferent 
to truth, so in his plays the artist nature reveals 
itself with entire frankness. Again and again 
one is brought up with a shock by his extra- 
ordinary, abnormal sensuality. Here are really 
the two poles between which the man swings. 
He was a hopeless unbelifever, and at the same 
time given over to all pleasures, pleasures of 
thought, pleasures of sentiment (his heroes love 
to weep like women), pleasures of the senses. 
As we have seen, he was gross in body, indolent 
physically ; altogether unable to appreciate 
finely either an athlete or a saint, still less a 
hero. His plays show us this side of him with 
astonishing naivete. One needs only to turn 
over the leaves of L'Abbesse de Jouarre to find 
Renan in his habit as he lived. In this play he 
lets himself go and reaches the nadir of absurdity. 
The Abbess, who gives herself for the fitst time 
in prison to the man she loves, declares in the 
morning that " fate never accords twice to any 
human being such pleasure " as she has enjoyed. 
Her assertion is as general as her experience is 
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limited. The play does not need further descrip- 
tion : it is an object-lesson in the ludicrous 
weaknesses of abnormal sensuality. 

Renan believed that if the inhabitants of the 
world were informed that they were destined to 
perish within two or three days, every Jack pf 
us would rush at some Jill or other, and insist on 
embracing her at the supreme moment ; " the 
last sigh would become a kiss," he says, " and 
we should all ' die of pleasure.' " Nothing could 
be more laughably absurd or further from 
English notions. Some men would meet death 
in prayer ; some in cheering their loved ones ; 
some with smiling courage ; others with cursings 
and despair, or in sullen patience. It is safe to 
say that not one in a hundred would carry out 
Renan's ridiculous forecast. 

He takes himself for a measure of the ideal, 
and he is not justified. The reason of his failure 
is unmistakable. First of all, he is a Frenchman, 
and the French are somewhat obsessed by the 
sense of sex, apt to be too much given to sensual 
delights. Then, too, Renaln was brought up as a 
priest, and his natural desires thereby subjected 
to unnatural restraint. In consequence of this 
he seems to have found sex-attraction quite 
irresistible ; he is weaker even than the ordinary 
Frenchman ; he does not only yield to tempta- 
tion ; he seeks it out. 

There is one sentence of Renan's which I 
regard as his most characteristic confession. He 
declares that " modern philosophy will find its 
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last expression in the drama or, rather, in the 
opera : for music and the illusions of the lyric 
stage are admirably adapted to continue the 
thought into the vague region which lies beyond 
the reaich of words." 

("La philosbphie moderne aura de meme sa 
derniere expression dans un drame, ou plutot 
dans un opera; car la musique et les illusions 
de la scdne lyrique serviraient admirablement a 
continuer la pensee, au moment ou la parole ne 
suffit plus a I'exprimer.") 

I always think that if Renan had had any gift 
for music he would have expressed himself mosi 
fully in some modern opera. In reality he was 
a sort of sister-soul to Gounod, and might have 
written the passion-music of another Faust. 

His limitations can best be seen in his work 
on St. Paul. For there he is face to face with a 
real person, and we can judge him as against a 
known standard. Paul is not only a real 
historical personage j but he lends reality to 
the other , chief actors in the world-drama, to 
Peter and James and John, even to Jesus Him- 
self — ^all owe something to Paul's intense vitality. 
For Paul is something more than an historical 
figure and contemporary witness of the Gospel 
story ; he is his own biographer, and has 
revealed himself in certain of the Epistles with 
an extraordinary particularity and vividness. 
We know his beliefs and his opinions on the 
most irnportant questions ; we can see them 
growing even, for his letters were dictated, and 
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have therefore all the characteristics of familiar 
and passionate speech. Paul has given us a 
series of photographs of his very soul, all the 
truer and more interesting because they are 
unstudied and unconscious ; we know his 
indignations and his loving-kindnesses, his bless- 
ings and his cursings, his bold self-assertion and 
profound humility, the flaming spirit of him and 
the great tender heart. 

His style is the man. What eloquence there 
is in the unadorned, bare enumeration of his 
labours and sufferings ; what lyric power in his 
apocalypse of the resurrection ; what grace and 
charm and sweet-thoughted poetry in his praise 
of charity. And yet, when not upborne on the 
broad wings of some intense emotion, what a style ! 
Is there anything in all literature so inchoate, so 
barbarous. What a mixture of conflicting meta- 
phors and repetitions ; of violent assertions and 
of hair-splitting quibbles : here an elaborate 
argument broken off in the middle and left 
unfinished ; there antitheses of thought dragged 
in by assonances of language ; quotations from 
the Old Testament tossed together with stories 
of travel and shipwreckj all foaming before us like 
a mountain-torrent in spate — headlong, muddy, 
irresistible. 

Yet no one has pictured himself in every line as 
this man has done. We recognize his very voice, 
his Jewish accent, his contempt of grammar, his 
harping on one or two favourite words ; his 
vehement, abrupt, magnificent talk like hot 
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scoriae shot through with veins of gold. He 
moves before us and casts a shadow ; the little, 
stout, bow-legged Jew, with the bald head and 
black beard, the prominent, hooked nose and 
thick eyebrows, and the glowing, inspiring eyes ; 
are we not told that at one moment he seems 
like a man, and at another has "the face of an 
angel " ? 

In a thousand pages Boswell has not managed 
to show us Johnson as clearly as Paul discovers 
himself to us in a couple of letters. There is no 
man in history or in literature so well known to 
us, no other figure of such intense vitality, 
moving in so searching a light. 

Renan has his own way of classifying great 
men, and Paul does not find favour in his sight. 
" In the sacred procession of humanity," he says, 
" the good man comes first, and after him the 
servant of Truth, the savant or philosopher, and 
then the priest of Beauty, the artist or the poet. 
. . , Jesus appears to us with a halo, an ideal of 
goodness and beauty. But what was Paul ? He 
was not a saint. The dominant trait of his 
character is not goodness ; he was proud, harsh, 
obstinate ; he defended himself and asserted 
himself ; he used wounding words ; he thought 
himself always in the right ; stuck to his own 
opinion and alienated many. . . . He was not a 
savant. . . . He was not a poet. . . . What 
was he? A great man of action: a fearless, 
enthusiastic, conquering spirit, a missionary, a 
zealot. . . . But the man of action, even at his 
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noblest when struggling for a noble cause is not 
so close to God as he who spends himself in the 
service of the Good, the True, or the Beautiful, 
. . . Paul is inferior to Peter or to St. Francis. 
... He is like Luther ; the same violence of 
speech, the same passion, the same energy, the 
same noble independence, the same fanatical 
attachment to a thesis which he regards as 
absolute and eternal truth." 

Interesting as all this is, it is inadequate and 
unfair : a judgment of Paul to-day must at least 
found itself on the judgment of the past eighteen 
centuries : we are prepared for a modification 
of that judgment ; but not for a contradiction 
of it. And what is the judgment of the centuries 
about Paul ? Let us listen to Scherer, who is a 
safer guide on such a matter than Renan. After 
telling us that Paul gave himself much trouble 
and wasted a great deal of eloquence in order to 
put himself among the disciples of Jesus, Scherer 
decides that Paul was " greater than any of the 
twelve," and he adds boldly, grounding himself 
On that secular judgment of which I have spoken, 
that " posterity regards Paul as the bravest of 
the soldiers of Christ, the first of the Apostles, 
the immortal missionary to the Gentiles." 

Renan knows all this ; no one better, but the 
knowledge does not conciliate him : he is an 
amiable, pleasure-loving unbeliever, a French 
artist, who touches sainthood, so to speak, only 
through soft tolerance. 

The daring and force of Paul ; his devotion to 
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the truth as shown for example in his reproof of 
Peter, and his touching confession of his own 
nervous weakness and sexual impotence ; his im- 
mitigable resolution, his stubborn-proud povesrty, 
and self-denial are all intolerable to Renan. 

" Paul was too aggressive," he cries again 
and again ; "he had not the persuasiveness, the 
tenderness, the gentleness of Jesus." 

That is true to some extent; but, as Scherer 
has well said, " Paul is the complement of Jesus : 
Paul is nearer to us ; he is of our flesh and our 
spirit, and we are accordingly better able to 
measure his greatness." 

Renan does not overlook the great chapter on 
Charity, or Paul's constant sohcitude for the 
faithful, but he will not accept anything as proof 
of the great Apostle's exceeding tenderness of 
heart. 

In fine, Renan's portrait of Jesus is, as I have 
tried to show, a French portrait; but still it is 
a portrait inspired by sympathy and a certain 
comprehension ; his picture of Paul is a carica- 
ture ; he had no love for the heroic fighter, no 
understanding of his unique value and import- 
ance. Without Paul* Christianity, it seems to 
«ie,^ might have perished in obscurity as a flower 
too fragile-fair for this harsh, unfriendly world. 

Renan does not even notice the most astonish- 
ing thing in Paul's history — ^the confession in 
which Paul discovers his own defect relentlessly. 
Paul was converted by Jesus Himself. The first 
thing he should have done, one imagines, was to 
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hurry to Jerusalem to interview the disciples, 
to talk with the brethren and, above all, with the 
mother of the Master, and thus collect at first 
hand every scrap of evidence, every particle of 
knowledge that could throw light upon the 
Divine Figure. It would then have been his duty 
and his joy to have set forth the whole story in 
the most complete and convincing way. 

Paul did nothing of the sort : he went off into 
the desert, he tells us, for three years by himself ; 
as an unbeliever would say, to evolve Jesus out 
of his own internal consciousness. And when at 
length he went to Jerusalem it was only for a 
casual visit of a fortnight and- not as a pilgrimage 
to the Holy of Holies. 

What a book Paul could have written about 
Jesus, the Christ, with the knowledge he might have 
gathered had he wished ; Paul with his passionate 
soul and his genius for expression ! He was the 
greatest man then living on this earth, and he 
might have given us a book as much finer than 
the New Testament as the New is finer than the 
Old : The Life of Jesus by Paul would have been 
the Gospel of humanity for three or four thousand 
years. It was Paul whom Dante should have 
charged with " the great refusal." 

This confession of Paul makes several things 
plain to us. First of all, he must have known a 
good deal about Jesus and His preaching, even 
when he was persecuting His followers. Again 
and again he must have been pierced by this shaft 
of divine wisdom and by that ; suddenly he was 
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stricken to the heart. He needed no further 
knowledge : Jesus had taught him to take love 
as the supreme, the infallible guide, and in a 
moment he had learned the lesson ; the light 
blinded him. Paul then must have been nearly 
on Christ's level — a fact surely borne out by the 
divine chapter on Charity. It was Paul who 
took the gold of Christ's Gospel, mixed it with 
hard alloy, broke it up into convenient forms, 
and so gave it currency among men. 

I always avoided talking to Renan about Paul : 
I did not want to dispute with him again, so I 
contented myself with praise of his learning, and 
the immense labours he had undergone, and left 
it at that. 

It was impossible not to be grateful to him for 
what he had done : why should one be annoyed 
with him for being what he was ? His Life of 
Jesus is there and holds the field till a better shall 
appear, and a better is not likely to be written 
for many a year to come. 

For both as a scientific historian and an artist- 
writer, Renan is in the first rank. I have dealt 
mainly with his shortcoming as an artist, for 
every one is acquainted with his extraordinary 
achievement, and in the same way I have tried 
to show some of the mistakes into which his 
duality of nature led him. It is only fair there- 
fore to remark that now and again the scientific 
spirit of our time found perfect expression in his 
pages. He has a passage on the immortality of 
the soul, which might be recommended to all 
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those wha are inclined to take their desires as a 
forecast of fulfilment. He says : 

" The belief in the spirituality of the soul and 
in a personal immortality, far from being a 
product of profound reflection, is at bottom a 
relic of the childish conceptions of the savage 
who is incapable of careful analysis of a mental 
process. Primitive man in his naive realism 
imagines a soul in whatever moves ; he speaks 
therefore of the spirit of the fire or the spirit of 
lightning." Immortality to Renan is nothing 
more than the shadow cast by desire, and the 
Happy Hunting Grounds, or the jewellers' 
Heaven, are only the mirage of unsatisfied 
appetite. 

The truth about Renan holds praise enough 
for most mortals. He approached his great task 
with an extraordinary stock of learning and a 
far rarer fount of admiration and loving sym- 
pathy, and though born a pleasure-loving sceptic 
in an incredulous age and of a faithless people, 
he nevertheless came into more intimate relations 
with Jesus the Christ than any of the Fathers of 
the Church, and has given us a better picture of 
the Divine Master than can be found anywhere 
outside the Bible — " By their fruits ye shall 
know them." 



WHISTLER: ARTIST AND FIGHTER 

"Opposition makes the wise man mad."— Blake, 

IT was the report of the trial with Ruskin 
which first made me familiar with the name 
of Whistler. His answers under cross-examina- 
tion pleased me mightily ; proved he was a man 
of courage and capacity. The condemnation of 
his work by popular painters convinced me that 
he would not have been attacked so bitterly by 
the mediocrities had he not been a man of genius. 
Ruskin's preposterous fling and its success and 
the favour shown him by the crowd filled me 
with contempt for the critic whom till then I had 
admired, to a certain extent, for his beautiful 
rhythmic prose. 

When I first settled in London in the early 
eighties I was eager to meet Whistler : though I 
didn't dream at that time that he was a genius 
in the high sense of the word, the English leader 
of a new artistic renascence. With th-e bias of 
the writer, I thought the intellectual leaders 
should be men of letters and should handle 
the greatest naedium, that of words, and not 
merely colour and form. 

Naturally, therefore, I first came to know 
Whistler through his literary talent and wit, and 
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gimlet-keen — " anything but kindly," and the 
moustache and carriage intensified the cocky 
challenge of the fighter : Whistler always re- 
minded me of a bantam. 

In every assembly he always stood apart ; 
with a certain perky distinction ; an unsparing, 
frank critic : one talked to him, drew him out 
expecting incisive, caustic comment. 

One day he asked me to breakfast : I accepted, 
for he piqued my curiosity ; I wanted to know 
more of him, felt certain he had something new 
to say ; and I was eager to hear. At the break- 
fast I met five or six society people — notably Lady 
Archie Campbell, a very enthusiastic admirer 
of the master. In the cotirse of the breakfast 
some one asked Whistler what he thought of 
Frank Holl, the English portrait painter who had 
had some vogue, it appeared, a little earlier. 

" A talent, not a genius, Holl, quite English, 
you know ; content with the coloured photo- 
graph kind of thing that all the old fellows did, 
and sonie of 'em did better. Art's not imitation, 
that's clear, eh ? " and his eyes probed. 

The wilfulness and quickness of the man were 
at odds with the drawling American accent ; he 
puzzled me a little, but even then I was ready 
to go with him a good way : art, I thought, was 
interpretation, not merely imitation, and I said so. 

" That's it," Whistler took me up abruptly, " a 
personal interpretation or impression, blessed 
with beauty and brevity, eh ? " and again his 
eyes bored in. 
5 
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His talk was suggestive ; but a little shrill, I 
thought, not realizing then fully how much 
greater in art the half is than the whole. 

Somewhat later I asked him a little maliciously 
what he thought of Oscar Wilde. 

" I have his scalp," he laughed, " but am not 
proud of it : Oscar is imitator, not artist." 

" He may outgrow that," I remarked. 

" The sponge is always sponging," was Whist- 
ler's quick retort. 

He was taken away by Lady Archie Campbell, 
who wanted to tell him how much she admired the 
portrait of a girl in his studio. He took us to see 
it, frankly interested without a trace of pose or 
self -consciousness ; though he showed a marked 
deference to the great lady which amused me. 
As soon as he knew you a little he coiddn't help 
telling you that he had been a student at West 
Point, a military cadet ; he took the romantic, 
chivalric view of things by preference ; yet he 
spoke of his work with curious detachment, in 
ierked-out phrases, astoundingly sincere in their 
simplicity, and astoundingly veracious as weU. 

" One wants the spirit, the aroma, don't ye 
know ? " and he glanced away from the picture 
to see if we understood. As no one answered he 
insisted : " If you paint a young girl, youth 
should scent the room : a thinker, thoughts 
should be in the air ; an aroma of the personality. 
. . . And with all that it should be a picture, a 
pattern, a harmony only a painter could con- 
ceive. ... I sometimes say an arrangement in 
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blaek and white, or blue and gold, don't ye 
know ? " The eyes gimleted one : " Do they 
understand ? " the eyes seemed to ask, " the 
dullards — do they even know that each art has 
its own grammar and its own aim ? " 

This first real talk showed me that Whistler 
was an original artist, a force to be reckoned with, 
and at the same time he was sympathetic to me ; 
his courage and quickness were obvious ; his 
conceit justified, his vanity harmless, even his 
frankness seemed to argue a kindly nature. 

His famous Ten o'clock lectm-e confirmed my 
judgment, and put him definitively on a pedestal : 
he talked with the sincerity and authority of a 
great artist. The perky figure on the platform ; 
the exquisitely appropriate speech — now quick 
pointed sentences darting like rapier-thrusts, now 
the linking melody of rhythmic phrases— all alike 
excellent. The inimitable cheeky delivery of his 
attacks made him delightfully real and vital ; 
the insight and authority of his message held one : 
a modern master, I said to myself, human to the 
heart and yet a master. 

Again and again his humour flashed ; the 
Experts " sombre of mien and wise with the 
wisdom" of books . . . speculating in much 
writing upon the great worth of bad work . . ." ; 
the Critic who " never sees the masterpiece at 
all " ; and finally the Preacher " appointed ! " 
. . . Sage of the Universities . . . learned in 
many matters, and of much experience in all, 
save his subject . . . bringing powers of per- 
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suasion and polish of language to prove — 
nothing. ..." 

The most brilliant persiflage of English pedan- 
try ever written, and written by a painter 1 

And when he spoke of his art and of the artist 
as the high-priest of the mysteries of Beauty, a 
grave emotion coloured his words, and the sen- 
tences arranged themselves cunningly, evoking 
unforgettable picttires. 

" The artist," he said, " does not confine him- 
self to purposeless copying, without thought, 
each blade of grass, as commended by the incon- 
sequent, but, in the long curve of the narrow leaf, 
corrected by the straight tall stem, he learns how 
grace is wedded to dignity, how strength en- 
hances sweetness, that elegance shall be the 
result. ..." 

" Through his brain, as through the last 
alembic, is distilled the refined essence of that 
thought which began with the Gods, and which 
they left him to carry out." 

" Set apart by them to complete their works, 
he produces that wondrous thing called the 
masterpiece, which surpasses in perfection all 
that they have contrived in what is called Nature ; 
and the Gods stand by and marvel, and perceive 
how far more beautiful is the Venus of Melos 
than was their own Eve." 

That lecture won me to complete sympathy : 
the comments of the audience and the Press 
exasperated me : no one seemed to see that the 
speech was the greatest ever heard in London. 
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Even Oscar Wilde pooh-poohed my praise of it 
as exaggerated; it had, however, made one convert. 

Whistler's fiery combativeness now excited in 
me nothing but approval. He's had a pretty 
hard time, 1 thought, as all great men are sure 
to have everywhere, and most of all in Eng- 
land, where the pillory is specially reserved 
for great artists. He's evidently "the wicked/ Lf H(, .. 
ahimal " of the French proverb, " who defends 
himself when he's attacked," and he has been 
attacked so often, and his courage is so high that 
he's always ready to take the offensive. In the 
Ten 0^ clock he gave his own portrait : " The 
Artist has always cause to be merry at the 
' pompous pretension and solemn silliness ' that 
surrounds him, for Art and Joy go together 
with bold openness, and high head and ready 
hand — ^fearing naught." 

One evening he dined with me and talked with 
extraordinary animation and eloquence about 
his art. I noticed that he was a different man 
when dining almost alone and when there was 
a large party. By himself he was without 
affectation or aggressiveness, but as soon as there 
was an audience he wanted to take the floor and 
monopolize the conversation. 

On another occasion there were half a dozen of 
us, and Whistler held forth about his discovery 
of the Thames, as he called it. A personage at 
the table rather resented the suggestion that no 
one had ever seen the beauty in mists and fog 
because it had not been painted before, and the 
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little difference grew somewhat acrid. At length 

the great man remarked that " conceit was no 

4)roof of ability." Whistler took him up sharply : 

" Quite right, conceit is what we call the other 
fellow's self-respect, don't ye know ? " 

" It's the excessive egotism I disHke," grum- 
bled the great person, turning away and begin- 
ning pointedly to speak to the host. 

Some one said something encouraging to 
Whistler, who remarked in the air : 

" Yes, yes, he forgot himself, but then he is 
quite right to forget what isn't worth remember- 
ing." 

Whistler was certainly " a first-rate fighting 
man." Often he attacked without justification. 
I may be allowed to give one characteristic 
example when I could give twenty. Every one 
knows the bare facts about Swinburne's famous 
article on his works which appeared in The 
Fortnightly Review for June, 1888. 

Whistler's biographers, the Pennells, have 
decided that " it cannot be denied that he had 
every reason for seeing a challenge in Swin- 
burne's article. He was stung to the quick, but 
even in his anger he couldn't forget the friendship 
of the past." 

The truth is, and there can be no breach of 
confidence now in publishing the fact, that 
Whistler asked for the article. Mr. Theodore 
Watts was approached and told that Whistler 
would be very glad indeed if Swinburne, who had 
known his work for years, would say what he 
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thought about it. It was pointed out that 
Whistler hadn't the position that his great talent 
deserved, and that it would be an act of kindness 
on Swinburne's part to help him to wider 
recognition. Swinburne was kind enough to do 
what was asked of him. 

Immediately after the article appeared came 
Whistler's contemptuous note in The World, in 
which, criticizing Swinburne, he spoke of the 
" scientific irrelevancies and solemn popularities 
of a serious and ungrateful Sage, whose mind 
was not narrowed by knowledge." 

The last paragraph of his letter ran : 

" Thank you, my dear ! I have lost a con- 
frere; but then, I have found an acquaintance 
— one Algernon Swinbiirne — 'outsider ' — Putney." 

It was an outrageous response to an act of 
kindness, and, naturally enough, Swinburne was 
very much annoyed. 

At the time only a few knew of the dignified 
kind letter Whistler wrote to Swinburne before 
publishing his sneer in The World, the letter 
published in The Gentle Art under the title 
Et tu Brute, in which he talks to Swinburne in 
the proper spirit : 

" Who are you, deserting your Muse, that you 
should insult my Goddess with familiarity and 
the manners of approach common to the reasoners 
in the market-place ? . . . Shall I be brought 
to the bar by my own blood, and be borne false 
witness against before the plebeian people ? " 

He requested Swinburne to stick to his fine 
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poetry and not "stray about blindly in his 
brother's flower-beds and bruise himself ! " 

But good as this private letter is, it still seems 
to me not to be justified, for Whistler had asked 
for the article and should have been content 
with it. 

After all, Swinburne praised Whistler's paint- 
ing warmly, as far as he could imderstand it, and 
at the time Swinburne as a poet stood far higher 
in popular esteem than Whistler as a painter. 
Swinburne's paper unquestionably did Whistler 
a very considerable service, and his good intent 
was ill rewarded by that contemptuous bitter 
letter in The World, which was all the public 
knew of the matter. 

I didn't overestimate the importance of the 
affair, but when next I met Whistler, which 
happened to be at a friend's table, I suppose he 
must have felt that I was not so enthusiastically 
cordial as I had been, for he attacked me with a 
spice of malevolence. He waited, I remember, 
till the dinner was finished and the ladies had 
retired. When the host came up to our end of 
the table he had Whistler on his right just 
opposite me. Suddenly Whistler took up some- 
thing I had said. 

" Your appointment as editor of T}w Fort- 
nightly set every one guessing," he began : " is 
he by any chance a man of genius, or just another 
of the able editors, don't ye know I always to be 
found by the dozen in merry England ? Well, 
we all wondered for a little while." 
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The guests were all eyes and ears : Whistler's 
reputation being established. 

" Of course, every one knew how a genius 
would edit such a review after Mr. John Morley. 
First of all would come a most astonishing 
number ; a reckless criticism of some great 
painter by a poet ; then a poem by a painter, 
something novel, don't ye know, the caricature 
of a bishop by Carlo Pelligrini, something un- 
expected — ^amazing. . . ." 

" AU the world would rush to buy the next 
month's number ; but there would be none to 
be found : the editor would be resting or gone 
to Monte Carlo. The month after, another 
gorgeous surprise ! But no I you've not done 
it in the brilliant erratic way of genius : every 
month the review appears regularly, just what 
one looks foi*, a work of high-class English 
mediocrity : lamentable, you know, quite 
lamentable." 

Every one liaughed as the master repeated again 
and again scornfully, " high-class mediocrity." 

For some time I tried to parry the attack, 
covering myself with my youth and inexperience ; 
but Whistler only laughed triumphantly, re- 
peating, "honest mediocrity, well-meaning, 
don't ye know ! industrious and all that ; 
but " and the forefinger pointed the barb. 

At length anger gave me better counsel. 

" Strange," I said, " how your views of art. 
Master, are echoed in Paris. I was talking with 
Degas the other day ; you know, he, too, is a 
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great painter with a tongue like a whip. I asked 
him what he thought of English painters, and 
he made fun of them : he wouldn't hear of 
Leighton, or MiUais, or any of them, and at last 
I said, 'But what do you think of Whistler? 
Whistler surely is a master ? ' 

" ' Vistlaire ? ' he repeated, ' connais pas : 
jamais entendu ce nom-la. Que fait-il ? ' 

" Of course I tried to explain how great you 
were, Master ; described your marvellous colour- 
schemes, amazing arrangements : impressions 
like Hokusai ; but Degas only shrugged his 
shoulders : ' Connais pas — ^Vistlaire, connais pas 
du tout ! ' 

" So at last in despair I told him that you, too, 
were a wit, as he was, with a bitter tongue, an 
extraordinary talent of speech, the wittiest 
talker in England. 

" ' Dommage,' Degas broke in, ' he should 
paint with his tongue, then he might be a 
genius.' " 

Every one laughed, delighted to see the biter 
bit ; but it was some time before the cordial 
relations between Whistler and myself were 
restored. It seemed to me that he attacked his 
friends as eagerly as his enemies, and I avoided 
him, not wishing to quarrel with a man of genius, 
whose work I could not help admiring. 

A year or so later, however, we met again 
casually, and I asked him to lunch, and he 
accepted smilingly, without a trace of bitterness, 
en bon €scrimeur. 
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If he were inclined to sacrifice friendship too 
cheaply for a biting jest or witty word, he was 
very quick to appreciate ability even in his 
enemies. Wherever he found good work, whether 
in art or literature, he praised it whole-heartedly. 
It was hardly to be expected that his dainty and 
exquisite Muse should admire the cruel realism 
of Degas, or the bronze made flesh of Rodin ; 
but Whistler welcomed nearly every high artistic 
quality, however different from his own striving. 
He praised Manet and Puvis de Chavannes 
enthusiastically, and seemed utterly devoid of 
jealousy. Through his admiration of Chinese 
pottery and bronzes and Japanese prints and 
pictures Whistler led the way to that wider 
understanding of Art which is a characteristic of 
our day. And some of the younger men like 
Beardsley owed him the frankest and most 
generous recognition. 

Alexander Harrison, the painter, has given 
the most imderstanding appreciation of Whistler's 
real nature : 

" I have never known a man of more sincere 
and genuine impulse even in ordinary human 
relations, and I am convinced that no man ever 
existed who could have been more easily con- 
trolled on lines of response to a ' fair and square ' 
appreciation of his genuine qualities. When off 
his guard he was often a pathetic kid, and I have 
spotted him in bashful moods, although it would 
be hard to convince the bourgeois of this. Wit, 
pathos, gentleness, affection, audacity, acridity. 
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tenacity were brought instantly to the sensitive 
surface like a flash, by rough contact." 

I think perhaps Whistler's pettiest fault was 
that he had a poor memory for kindness done. 
But, after all, ingratitude is the mark of all the 
tribes of man, and I dare say he was no more 
forgetful of benefits than the rest of us. 

For a good many years I saw him from time 
to time casually. Now he lunched with me ; 
now dined : once or twice I dined with him. But 
our relations were never intimate. We belonged 
to different generations, and I couldn't be a 
disciple and sit at the feet of any Gamaliel. 

One day when he was lunching with me he 
told me that the Glasgow Corporation was trying 
to buy his portrait of Carlyle. I was exceedingly 
glad to hear it, and said so : it was the only 
thing for them to do. He went on to confess 
with contemptuous bitterness that they were 
haggling with him over the price. I asked him 
how much he wanted, and he replied a thousand 
guineas. I begged him not to take less ; assiu'ed 
him I could find some one who would give him a 
thousand guineas for the picttu-e if the tradesmen 
refused it. He was very anxious, pathetically 
anxious I thought, to know whether he could 
rely on the money : he seemed a little dispirited. 
I told him he could make his mind easy on 
the matter : the money would be forthcoming. 
On this he brightened up remarkably, and 
declared that the fillip was all he needed ; he 
knew they wanted the picture and were only 
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bargaining ; and a couple of days later he came 
and told me that the canny Scots had agreed to 
pay the thousand, and all was settled. He was 
kind enough to say that it was my assurance 
which had encouraged him to hold out and so 
obtain the price. 

The next talk with Whistler that I can re- 
member was in Paris, when I went to call on him 
in his house in the Rue du Bac. The house has 
been described by others, the exquisite yet 
effective simplicity of the decoration, and the 
charming garden impressed every one. At 
length the master was properly lodged, and 
might be expected to do some great picture. 

I found him in a state of dancing excitement 
over Trilby. I couldn't understand his rage 
with Du Maurier, even when he told me that 
Du Maurier had formerly been a friend. The 
quarrel seemed to me altogether trivial. I felt 
it unworthy of a great man like Whistler to 
allow himself to be plagued and maddened at 
the buzzing of such a bluebottle. But I had to 
listen to the whole story from A to Z, and how 
it ended with the apology of the publishers, and 
with Du Maurier's changing his sketch of Whistler 
into some bald-headed gentleman called Antony, 
and Whistler's characteristic quip : 

" I wired to them over in America, * Compli- 
ments and complete approval of author's new 
and obscure frier^d. Bald Antony.' " 

He had evidently wasted an unconscionable 
amount of time and energy over this unworthy 
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attack. Men had treated him contemptuously 
for so many years, life had been so unjust to him 
that his temper had got raw : every touch 
smarted, and he was up in arms and eager to 
fight to the death for a casual rub. 

Wlien next I called on him in the Rue du Bac 
I found him in the throes of another combat ; 
the quarrel with Sir William Eden over his wife's 
portrait. All the world knows the details : how 
George Moore introduced the baronet to Whistler 
to paint the portrait of Lady Eden ; and how 
Sir William Eden took it upon himself to pay the 
price he thought fixed, without consulting the 
artist, who had done, not a pastel, as was first 
arranged, but a very charming portrait in oils 
of Lady Eden, an arrangement in brown and 
gold. 

It would have been more dignified of Whistler 
to have paid no attention to the baronet and 
his attempt to slip his " valentine " of a hundred 
guineas into the artist's pocket ; but once again 
Whistler's combativeness came into play : he 
persisted in seeing intentional insult in every- 
thing, and in spite of all one could do, fought on 
to the bitter end : he couldn't speak of the 
baronet without mentioning his " brown boots." 
At length he went so far as to destroy his own 
work, and the result of the sittings which Lady 
Eden, . who certainly was an innocent person, 
had granted him : painted out her face, and went 
into court after court over the matter, only to 
be condemned at the end as in the beginning. 
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He begged me, I remember, to write on the 
matter^ and to please him I did write an article 
in The Saturday Review, taking his side, which 
from a high point of view was perhaps not 
justified, and was certainly unwise ; for thereby 
I made myself bitter enemies without affirming 
Whistler's unstable friendship. 

My last meeting with Whistler was destined 
to be unpleasant. I had again and again heard 
him speak of Mr. Walter Sickert with liking, and 
even appreciation, as a capable craftsman. 

Accordingly, when Mr. Sickert came to me 
with an article about lithographs, setting forth 
that Whistler's lithographs were made on paper, 
and shotdd not be called lithographs, I looked 
upon it as the trivial correction of a friend, and 
didn't dream that Whistler would feel hurt, 
much less insulted. 

Forthwith, he or Mr. Pennell brought an action 
against me as editor of The Saturday Review. 
I could scarcely believe that the matter was 
serious, but I soon found that Whistler was 
prosecuting the affair with his usual energy. 

One day, meeting Mr. Heinemann, with whom 
Whistler happened to be living at the time, I 
told him how silly the whole matter was, and 
how unpleasant : said that I regretted it all, 
and would not for the world have hurt Whistler 
in any way. 

Mr. Heinemann said he would try to settle 
the quarrel, and a little later very kindly invited 
me to meet Whistler at dinner. I went, and 
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took the occasion to tell Whistler just what I 
had told Mr. Heinemann, that the whole dispute 
was trivial, that I wouldn't willingly have done 
anything to hurt him, and if I had suspected any 
malice in the matter I should never have pub- 
lished the article. He told me I must get Sickert 
to apologize. I replied that I couldn't ask 
Sickert to apologize ; he would be sm-e to refuse, 
and showed him that in his desire to hit Sickert 
he was really hitting me, who, after all, had been 
a friend. 

" It can't be helped," he said perkily, " it'll 
have to go on then : it'll have to go on." 

I shrugged my shoulders ; wilful man must 
have his way. 

The trial was full of amusing incidents. Mr. 
Alfred Gilbert showed such virulence of personal 
enmity to me that the judge ordered him to 
stand down ; and Whistler had as his chief 
witness Mr. Sidney Colvin, of the British Museum, 
who aforetime had been his butt, and was always 
coupled by him with 'Arry. The jury, after 
being out two hours, brought in a verdict of £50, 
and Whistler won his first law case, this time 
against one who had always been a friend and 
admirer. He didn't damage Sickert in any way, 
but, if his crowing over the result was any con- 
solation to him, I am glad he had it. 

I must find room here for a gibe of Whistler's 
which so far as I know has never been published, 
and yet is both characteristic and witty. When 
Mr. Theodore Watts, Swinburne's friend and 
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housemate, took the name of Dunton, Whistler 
wrote him a post card : " Theodore, what's 
Dunton ? " 

I have set down these acerbities and put them 
so far as I could in a fair light, not because I have 
the faintest wish to accentuate the little faults 
of a great spirit, but simply because Whistler's 
prickliness illustrates a truth too generally 
ignored. If ever there was a talent which should 
have been immediately appreciated in England 
it was the talent of Jimmy Whistler. No people 
love beauty as the English love it. Here was a 
man of genius whose chief aim and striving was 
the beautiful. He had no feeling for even greater 
things, none for sublimity, none for the tragic 
fate which often overwhelms the gifted, none 
for the great revolt which is the essence of all 
higher spiritual life. But beauty he loved with 
a passionate and exclusive devotion ; the Eng- 
lish should, therefore, have welcomed him with 
open arms. Yet instead of admiring the man 
who was a genius after their own heart, they 
treated him for thirty odd years with such in- 
difference and contempt that at length they bred 
bitterness in him, and high disdain to balance 
their foolish neglect. 

Towards the end of his life, when his powers 
were at their best, this great artist and man of 
genius wasted his time and talent in unworthy 
and absurd quarrellings. He neglected his art 
and allowed his gift to humanity to be diminished 
in order to gratify his vanity and temper. He 

6 
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had come to " his own and his own received him 
not," and he preferred to punish rather than to 
forgive. I have no quarrel with him on this 
account. The idea that the artist should accept 
insult and injury in the guise of criticism with 
slavish submission is worse than absurd. The 
wrong only begins to be righted when revolt 
shows the aggressor that his wrongdoing is apt 
to recoil on his own head : it is the duty of the 
artist or man of letters to teach the critics and 
professors that reverence for their betters is the 
proper attitude. No one finds fault with Dante 
for distributing his enemies over the deeper 
circles in hell, why should one condemn a 
Whistler for pillorying 'Arry or S. C. ? And if 
the artist has been so baited and insulted that 
at length he wastes too much energy on his 
unworthy assailants, who shall blame him ? 

Whatever heat is engendered by the passage 
of a star to its ordained orbit should be attributed 
to the resistance of the medium through which 
it passes. 

It would be wiser, of course, for the master to 
climb to Shakespeare's level and learn never to 

. . . prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 

But it is only the very greatest who are able 
to take " the buffets and rewards " of life " with 
equal thanks," and, after all, in this world-old 
quarrel between the genius - teacher and his 
hearers the chief fault is always with the hearers. 
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The British public would do well now to 
consider their ways while it may yet be time, 
and begin to treat their artists and writers, the 
modern seers and prophets, a little better. 

At heart Englishmen are all Robinson Crusoes, 
adventurers and colonizers. They are full of 
admiration for the man of action and of respect 
for the athletic virtues, and especially for 
obstinate courage. But they have no inkling of 
the qualities necessary to an artist, and they 
treat the greatest of the sons of men with a 
contemptuous pity that is really a measure of 
their own blind insensitiveness and want of 
imagination. They read of an explorer's strug- 
gling to reach the Pole with breathless enthusiasm 
and mourn his death in tears thrilling with 
admiration, but they read of Ruskin's brainless 
and insulting attack on Whistler with delighted 
amusement, and when the crowd of academic 
nonentities ran together in the law courts to 
bait the man of genius their sympathy was all 
given to the crowd of envious dullards. 

They know not what they do. 

Let us try for a moment to look at the matter 
from the standpoint of the artist. Almost the 
first thing that struck one in Whistler's attitude 
was the fact that though he was of Anglo-Saxon 
race and had lived by preference in London he 
missed no opportunity of girding at English 
estimates and English standards of value. He 
was painfully conscious that his artistic ideal 
was at variance with EngUsh conceptions of 
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art, and the conventional English view of paint- 
ing as a sort of coloured photograph of some 
beautiful scene or person excited in him nothing 
but pity and contempt. And this disagreement 
spread into all departments of life. He despised 
the materialism of the race, the courage that 
was usually self-interested and all too seldom 
chivalric, and, above all, the honours showered 
on respectable greedy mediocrities. He illus- 
trated Shakespeare's wonderful phrase in the 

Timon : 

'Tis well with every land to be at odds. 

He was at odds with both England and 
America, was indeed an exile and pariah every- 
where in this world, lonely and despised as the 
great artist seems fated to be. 

In later life Whistler concentrated his affec- 
tions on his wife, and when she was taken from 
him his chief interest in living died. He was too 
keen-sighted to have any illusions about a life 
beyond the grave : the undiscovered Country 
to him was blank annihilation, and this black 
background cast a shadow over the world and 
intensified the misery of personal loss. A daring 
spirit, set to sadness and despair, the main- 
spring in him was always a high resolve to do 
the best with his extraordinary endowment. 

No hero, no leader of men has ever displayed 
a more intense devotior^ to the ideal, or a more 
desperate resolve to do his uttermost at all 
costs. Whistler may stand as a type of the great 
artist for many a year to come. A man has no 
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foes so obstinate as those within him, and more 
than other men the artist is plagued with those 
infernal adversaries : he is filled to the mouth 
with greeds and vanities and passion^. The 
ordinary man wants comforts and security in 
life ; the artist wants these and all the luxuries 
as well — bronzes, ivories, enamels, paintings, 
armours, tapestries, vellumed books, prints — 
everything curious and beautiful — and he wants 
them as aids to his owh striving. Where another 
would be rich, he is poor. And while borne in 
this Way hellwards towards self-gratification by 
an urging which is intertwined with what is 
noblest in him, he must at all costs resist the 
devil; and more than other men give himself 
to the ideal in order to bring himself as near 
perfection as possible. 

Take the conflict at its simplest. Whistler 
saw that the more personal his art was, the 
better it became, and with the intuitive certainty 
of the great artist he began with a master's 
economy to simplify the symbol. At once the 
academicians burst out at him : " He can't 
draw," just as Reynolds talked of Blake. It was 
Whistler the innovator. Whistler at his best 
that was most hated. It is hard when at variance 
with every one to persevere in a desperate 
undertaking. It needs a Columbus to go on 
imperturbed in spite of sneers and insults on 
this side, hatred and contempt on that. And at 
the same time the artist must possess a nobler 
temper than is required of the explorer or 
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captain. He must not only believe in himself 
absolutely and go on working in spite of insult 
and hatred, but he must work joyously, for if 
once he falls to anger or bitterness with his 
STUToundings his work will suffer. 

Let us try to see Whistler's character in the 
proper light in connection with his work, and 
let us take the extremest example of his so-caUed 
conceit. One remembers the story of the lady 
who coupled him with Velasquez, assuring him 
that the only two sacred names to her in the 
history of art were Whistler and Velasquez. 

" True, true, dear lady," remarked Whistler, 
" but why drag in Velasquez ? " . 

Every one laughs at this and sneers at the 
conceit ; but there is nothing conceited in it. 
" Why drag in Velasquez ? " is merited reproof. 
" Velasquez is dead ; his work done ; gone 
beyond our praise or blame for ever ; but I, 
Whistler, am here doing the modern work : why 
couple me with the dead ? why drag in Velas- 
quez ? " 

Whistler's power of self-criticism was at least 
as vigorous as his conceit. The other day a 
letter of his was sold at Sotheby's, a letter to 
Way, his printer, about some lithographs of his 
portrait of Count Robert de Montesquieu : here 
is his judgmtetoit of his own work : 

The portrait is damnable ! I don't mean the printing, 
which is even as good as the thing to be printed was 
bad ; and that is saying a lot. No, my drawing or 
sketch or whatever you choose is damnable, and no 
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more like the superb original than if it had been done 
by my worst and most incompetent enemy. I hope to 
heaven that no one has seen it. Now wipe off the stone 
at once, at once sending me one proof on the commonest 
of paper of its destroyed state, and also every trial proof 
you may have taken, that I may myself bum all. There 
must be no record of this abomination ! It is neither 
for catalogue nor posterity, and is the folly of pro- 
posing to produce the same masterpiece twice over. 
Why should one ? Ridiculous ! Now, on the other 
hand, the last little draped figure is delightful, and 
beautifully printed of course. 

What do you think, reader, of this passionate 
complete self-condemnation ? And even now 
you don't understand perhaps the greatness of 
it. Whistler needed money to live and work : 
here is a bank-note, so to speak. 

" Tear it up," he cries, " the work is not my 
best : I'll not live by it, tear it up, let no replica 
of it be seen : I'll go hungry rather than give 
anything less than my best." 

No adventurer, no Columbus ever needed such 
high resolve, such noble courage. Let us come 
to a final test. 

At fifty the English law made a world-wide 
benefactor a bankrupt ; as a bankrupt Whistler's 
home was sold up ; his pictures given away for 
a song : his household gods all dispersed and 
lost. His mother was weak and needed the 
comforts of money. He took her to a good home 
in a watering-place, and then paint-box in hand 
sallied forth to Venice when past middle age 
to build up another home, andt incidentally a new 
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fame. And the artist's courage is not that 
desperate unhappy dour resolution that a Carlyle 
looked on as the ideal : it is a smiling, joyous, 
happy valiance. Whistler knew that happiness 
was needed for his art, and he kept his joyous 
wit undisturbed. The story of it is one of the 
great stories of the world. Nothing finer, nothing 
more heroic has been told of man. His creditors 
had put a man in possession of his house in 
Tite Street, Chelsea. Whistler clothed him 
decently and used him as a servant. At the 
end of the week the man came to him to be paid. 

" I have nothing," said Whistler, " I thought 
the creditors paid you. At the moment I can't 
pay you." 

" What am I to do ? " cried the man, " my 
family are hard up, they want the money." 

" Very terrible," exclaimed Whistler, " ter- 
rible. I'm sorry. I'll get you the money by 
next Saturday : I'll paint something." 

" But that won't do," said the man, " I must 
have some help now." 

" I can think of nothing," said Jimmy, resolved 
to pawn something rather than not help : then 
the quick intelligence rippled into a smile. " I 
can think of nothing, but why not put a man in 
possession, then you'll be able to get along as 
I do." 

That's how the artist has to face life : the 
wit is exceptional, but the heroism is common 
enough. Just consider it. The pains of mother- 
hood arc often excruciating ; but suppose the 
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mother were told that she must conceive in joy 
and bring forth not with groans but with smiles 
and witty stories, and at the same time use every 
endeavour to make each child fairer than the 
previous one ; what should we think of her 
trial ? There is no courage in the world to be 
compared with that of the artist. 

To me Whistler is the perfect type of the great 
creative artist. I think of him as essentially 
modest. Asked by a foolish Attorney-General 
how he came to put £200 on a picture he could 
paint in a day, he replied : " Because it took me 
a lifetime to win to that mastery." The barrister 
who often got more for doing nothing found 
fault with the answer. He and the foolish judge 
both agreed that the picture was not worth the 
money :: this very picture, condemned by Ruskin 
and jeered at by barrister, judge, and jury, has 
had an eventful history. The picture then fee- 
longed to Mr. Graham. A few years after, at his 
sale at Christie's, it was knocked down amid 
hisses to a Mr. Harrison for sixty pounds. A 
little later still, at the close of the London 
Whistler Memorial Exhibition, it was bought 
for two thousand guineas by the National Arts 
Collection Fund, presented to the nation, and 
now hangs in the National Collection at the Tate 
Gallery. Surely, when they come to under- 
standing the English will begin to honour the 
great creative artists and not the gnat critics 
and penguin professors. 
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AS a result of nearly twenty years' friendship 
-Oi- I have written a life of Oscar Wilde. The 
publishers of this book of " Portraits " wish me 
to sketch him here in a dozen pages. Replicas 
in art are unthinkable : even a hen cannot lay 
two eggs exactly alike ; but I can take some 
pages from my book here and there, and so give 
some idea of the man and his excelling humour, 
though in such narrow limits I cannot trust 
myself to speak of his deeper self and tragic fate. 
Here is a snapshot, so to speak, with apologies 
to the reader, who will have to use imagination 
to stuff out the meagre outline. 

• •>••• 

In the early eighties I met Oscar Wilde con- 
tinually, now at the theatre, now in some society 
drawing-room ; most often, I think, at Mrs. 
Jeune's (afterwards liady St. Helier). His ap- 
pearance was not in his favour ; there was some- 
thing oily and fat about him that repelled me. 
Of course, being very young I tried to give my 
repugnance a moral foundation ; fleshly indul- 
gence and laziness, I said to myself, were written 
all over him. The snatches of his monologues 
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which I caught from time to time seemed to me 
to consist chiefly of epigrams almost mechanically 
constructed of proverbs and familiar sayings 
turned upside down. One of Balzac's characters, 
it will be remembered, practised this form of 
humour. The desire to astonish and dazzle ; the 
love of the uncommon for its own sake, were so 
evident that I shrugged my shoulders and 
avoided him. One evening, however, at Mrs. 
Jeune's, I got to know him better. At the very 
door Mrs. Jeune came up to me : 

" Have you ever met Mr. Oscar Wilde ? You 
ought to know him : he is so delightfully clever, 
so brilliant ! " 

I went with her and was formally introduced 
to him. He looked like a Roman Emperor of 
the decadence ; he was over six feet in height, 
and both broad and thick-set. He shook hands 
in a limp way I disliked ; his hands were flabby ; 
greasy ; his skin looked bilious and dirty. He 
had a trick which I noticed even then, which 
grew on him later, of pulling his jowl with his 
right hand as he spoke, and his jowl was already 
fat and pouchy. He wore a great green scarab 
ring on one finger. He was overdressed rather 
than well dressed ; his clothes fitted him too 
tightly ; he was too stout. His appearance 
filled me with distaste. I lay stress on this 
physical repulsion because I think most people 
felt it, and because it is a tribute to the fascina- 
tion of the man that he should have overcome 
the first impression so completely and so quickly. 
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I don't remember what we talked about, but I 
noticed almost immediately that his grey eyes 
were finely expressive ; in turn vivacious, laugh- 
ing, sympathetic ; always beautiful. The carven 
mouth, too, with its heavy chiselled, almost 
colourless lips, had a certain charm in spite of 
a black front tooth which showed ignobly. 

We had a certain interest in each other, an 
interest of curiosity, for I remember that he led 
the way almost immediately into the inner 
drawing-room in order, as he said, to talk at 
ease in some seclusion. The conversation ended 
by my asking him to lunch next day. 

At this time he was a superb talker, more 
brilliant than any I have ever heard in England, 
but nothing like what he became later. His talk 
soon made me forget his repellent physical 
peculiarities ; indeed, I soon lost sight of them 
so completely that I have wondered since how 
I could have been so disagreeably affected by 
them. There was an extraordinary physical 
vivacity and geniality in the man, a winning 
charm in his gaiety, and lightning-quick intelli- 
gence, and his enthusiasms were infectious. 
Every mental question interested him, especially 
if it had anything to do with art or literature. 
His whole face lit up as he spoke, and one saw 
nothing but his soulful eyes, heard nothing but 
his musical tenor voice ; he was indeed what 
the "French call a charmeur. 
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In the World's School. London, 1880-1884 

Before Oscar Wilde left Oxford he had de- 
scribed himself as a " Professor of Esthetics and 
Critic of Art." He had already dipped into his 
little patrimony to pay for his undergraduate 
trip to Greece and Italy with Mahaffy, and he 
could not conceal from himself that he would 
soon have to live on what he could earn by his 
pen in London — a few pounds a week. But 
then he was a poet, and had boundless confidence 
in his own ability. To the artist nature the 
present is everything ; just for to-day he resolved 
that he would live as he had always lived ; so 
he travelled first class to London and bought all 
the books and papers that could amuse or 
distract him : " Give me the luxuries," he used 
to say, " and anyone can have the necessaries." 

Of course, in the background of his mind there 
were serious misgivings — ghosts that would 
not be laid. Long afterwards he told me that 
his father's death and the smallness of his 
patrimony had been a heavy blow to him. He 
encoiffaged himself, however, at the moment by 
dwelling on his brother's comparative success as 
a journalist in London, and waved aside fears 
and doubts as unworthy. 

It is to his credit that at first he tried to cut 
down expenses and live laborious days. He 
took a couple of furnished rooms in Salisbury 
Street, off the Strand, a very Grub Street for a 
man of fashion, and began to work at journalism 
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while getting together a book of poems for 
publication. His journalism at first was any- 
thing but successful. It was his misfortime to 
appeal only to the best heads, and good heads 
are not numerous anywhere. His appeal, too, 
was still academic and derivative. His brother 
Willie with his commoner sympathies appeared 
to be better equipped for this work. But Oscar 
had from the first a certain social success. 

As soon as he reached London he stepped 
boldly into the limelight, going to all " first 
nights " and taking the floor on all occasions. 
He was not only an admirable talker, but he 
was invariably smiling, eager, full of life and the 
joy of living, and, above all, given to unmeasured 
praise of whatever and whoever pleased him. 
This gift of enthusiastic admiration was not only 
his most engaging characteristic, but also, per- 
haps, the chief evidence of his extraordinary 
ability. It was certainly, too, the quality which 
served him best all through his life. He went 
about declaring that Mrs. Langtry was more 
beautiful than the " Venus of Milo," and Lady 
Archie Campbell more charming than Rosalind, 
and Mr. Whistler an incomparable artist. Such 
enthusiasm in a young and brilliant man was 
unexpected and delightful, and doors were thrown 
open to him in many sets. Those who praise 
passionately are generally welcome guests, and 
if Oscar could not praise he shrugged his 
shoulders and kept silent ; scarcely a bitter word 
ever fell from those smiling lips. No tactics could 
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have been more successful in England than his 
native gift of radiant good-humour and en- 
thusiasm. He got to know not only all the actors 
and actresses, but the chief patrons and frequenters 
of the theatre : Lord Lytton, Lady Shrewsbury, 
Gladys, Lady Lonsdale (afterwards Lady de 
Grey), and Mrs. Jeune ; and, on the other hand, 
Tennyson, Hardy, Meredith, Browning, Swin- 
burne, and Matthew Arnold — ^all Bohemia, in 
fact, and all that part of Mayfair which cares for 
the things of the intellect. 

But though he went out a great deal and met 
a great many distinguished people, and won a 
certain popularity, his social success put no 
money in his piu-se. It even forced him to 
spend money ; for the constant applause of his 
hearers gave him self-confidence. He began to 
talk more and write less, and cabs and gloves 
and flowers cost money. He was soon compelled 
to mortgage his little property in Ireland. 

At the same time, it must be admitted he was 
still intent on bettering his mind, and in London 
he found far wiser teachers than in Oxford, 
notably Arnold, and Morris, and Whistler. Morris 
and Arnold, though greatly overpraised during 
their lives, had hardly any message for the men 
of their own time. Morris went for his ideals to 
an imaginary past, and what he taught and 
praised was often totally unsuited to modern 
conditions. Arnold was an academic critic and 
dilettante poet, his views of life those of the 
snobbish goody-goody schoolmaster, his influence 
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a scholarly and cloistered influence, an evil 
influence for Oscar Wilde confirming his bookish 
bias. Whistler, on the other hand, was a student 
of life, a modern of the moderns, and a great 
artist to boot : he had not only assimilated much 
of the newest thought of the time, but with the 
aldhemy of genius had transmuted it and made 
it his own. Before even the Goncourts he had 
admired Chinese porcelain and Japanese prints, 
and his own exquisite intuition strengthened by 
Japanese example had taught him that his 
impression of life was more valuable than any 
mere transcript of it ; that in art the half ls more 
expressive than the_wholei_ He went about 
London preaching new schemes of decoration and 
another renascence of art. Had he been merely 
a painter he would never have exercised an 
extraordinary influence ; but he was a singularly 
interesting personality, with his white lock of 
hair, American accent, and challenging manner, 
and an admirable talker as well, gifted with 
ironical persiflage and a caustic wit. 

Oscar sat at his feet and assimilated as much 
as he could of the new aesthetic gospel. He even 
ventured to annex some of the master's theories 
and telling stories, and thus came into conflict 
with his teacher. 

Every one must remember one instance of this 
and Whistler's use of it. Some lady had told how 
she had just come down the Thames from Oxford in 
a rowing boat and night after night had been sur- 
prised by scenes exactly like Wliistler's Nocturnes. 
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" Interesting, my dear lady," said Whistler, 
" very interesting : Nature is slowly creeping 
up." 

Carried away by the witty fling, Oscar 
cried : 

" I wish I had said that." 

" You will, Oscar, you will," came Whistler's 
lightning thrust. 

Of all the personal influences which Went to 
the moulding of Oscar Wilde's talent, that of 
Whistler was by far the most important ; 
Whistler taught him the value of wit and the 
power a cohsciousness of genius and a knowledge 
of men lend to the artist, taught him, too, that 
singularity of appearance counts doubly in a 
democracy of clothes. But neither his own 
talent, nor the stories and ideas he borrowed 
from Whistler helped him to earn money, the 
conquest of London seemed further off and more 
improbable than ever. Where a Whistler had 
failed, how could he, or indeed anyone, be sure 
of success ? 

A weaker professor of aesthetics would have 
been discouraged by the monetary and other 
difficulties of his position, and would have lost 
heart at the outset before the impenetrable 
blank wall of English philistinism and contempt. 
But Oscar Wilde was conscious of great ability 
and was driven by an inordinate vanity. Instead 
of diminishing his pretensions in the face of 
opposition, he increased them. He began to go 
alKToad in the evening in knee breeches and silk 
7 



98 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

stockings, wearing strange flowers in his coat — 
green carnations and gilded lilies — ^while talking 
about Baudelaire, whose name even was un- 
familiar, as a world poet, and proclaiming the 
strange creed that " nothing succeeds like ex- 
cess." Very soon his name was in every one's 
mouth, fashionable London talked of him and 
discussed him at a thousand tea-tables. For 
one invitation he had received before, he now 
received a dozen ; he became a celebrity. 

Of course, he was still sneered at by the many 
as a mere poseur ; it still seemed to be all 
Lombard Street to a china orange that he would 
be beaten down under the myriad tramphng feet 
of English indifference and contempt. 

But if the artistic movement was laughed at 
and scorned by the many as a craze, a select few 
stood firm, and soon the steadfast minority 
began to sway the majority, as is usually the 
case in democracies. Here and there, too, among 
the indifferent public, men were attracted by 
the artistic view of life, and women by the 
morbid intensity of the new creed. Oscar Wilde 
became the prophet of an esoteric cult. But 
notoriety even did not solve the monetary 
question, which grew more and more insistent. 
A dozen times he waved it aside and went into 
debt rather than restrain himself. Somehow or 
other he would fall on his feet, he thought. Men 
who console themselves in this way usually fall 
on some one else's feet, and so did Oscar Wilde. 
At twenty-six years of age, and, ciu-iously enough, 
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at the very moment of his insolent-bold challenge 
of the world with fantastic dress, he had to sell 
his little patrimony in order to meet the most 
pressing necessities ; but the diiE&culty was only 
postponed ; what was to be done ? 

Even as a young man Oscar had a very con- 
siderable understanding of life. He could not 
make his way as a journalist, but he might as a 
lecturer ; he knew in his heart that he could 
talk better than he wrote. Boldly again he 
challenged criticism, and went on the lecture 
platform with what he had recently learned of 
art from Whistler. His subjects were " The 
English Renascence " and " The House Beau- 
tiful." He had what the French call a succds de 
scandale — a success of notoriety, but nothing 
more. 

People thronged to see his old-world attire 
rather than to hear him. And one is fain to 
confess to-day that his lectures make very poor 
reading. There is not a new thought in them ; 
not even a memorable expression ; though now 
and then a gleam of humour, an unexpected 
bird-like flirt of wing and quick change of direc- 
tion are diverting. The lectures were a half- 
success. He made some money by them, and 
spread his name abroad in many provincial 
towns, even as far afield as Dublin. But the 
cash result was not conclusive. In a little while 
we find him again in London living the old life. 
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Two events mark the end of this first period 
of monetary difficulties and shifts : he married 
a girl with some £800 a year, enough to keep the 
wolf from the door, and Whistler gave his famous 
Ten o'clock lectiu-e on Art : Whistler's lecture 
was infinitely better than any of Oscar Wilde's. 
Twenty odd years older than Wilde, Whistler 
was a master of all his resources : he was not 
only witty, but had a clear perception of truth, 
as when he said, " There never was an artistic 
period. There never was an Art-loving nation." 

Again and again, too, he reached pure beauty 
of feeling and expression. I thought the lecture 
masterly, the best ever heard in London, and I 
said so loudly enough. To my astonishment 
Oscar would not admit the superlative quality of 
it : he thought the message paradoxical and the 
ridicule of the professors too bitter. " Whistler's 
like a wasp," he cried, " carries about him a 
poisoned sting." Oscar's kindly sweet natiu-e re- 
volted against the bitter aggression of Whistler's 
attitude. Besides, in essence. Whistler's lecture 
was an attack on the academic theory taught in 
the universities, and defended naturally by a 
young scholar like Oscar Wilde. The idea of 
the schools, as every one knows, is that there 
have been great artistic periods which are 
supposed generally to foUow victories in war. 
Greece beat back the Persians ; Athens became 
the first city in Greece and the birth-place of 
great artists. So, after the defeat of the Spanish 
Armada, England became a nest of singing birds. 
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Whistler would have declared that Shakespeare 
and Marlowe were the only great artists of the 
time, and would have gone on to ask the 
Academicians how by their theory they could 
account for Blake, or Gainsborough, or Keats. 
Whistler's view that the artist was sporadic, a 
happy chance coming directly from God, and 
God alone, was a new view, and at once Oscar 
challenged the master by a review in the Pall 
Mall Gazette, a review remarkable for one of the 
earliest gleams of that genial humour which later 
became his most characteristic gift. He ended 
his criticism by saying of Whistler, "He is 
indeed one of the very greatest masters of 
painting in my opinion. And I may add that 
in this opinion Mr. Whistler himself entirely 
concurs*" 

But the essence of the criticism shows that 
Oscar had not learned much even in 1885. In 
opposition to Whistler he declared that " An 
artist is not an isolated fact : he is the resul^nt 
of a certain milieu and a certain entourage, and 
can no more be born of a nation that is devoid 
of any sense of beauty, than a fig can grow from 
a thorn, or a rose blossom from a thistle." 

Whistler retorted in The World. Oscar then 
\YTote to The World begging the master to 
"remain as I do, incomprehensible. To be 
^e^t is to be misunderstood," livhich shows that 
hef had acquired something oj^ Whistler's trick 
of fence. 

This drew the answer from Whistler : " I do 
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know a bird who, like Oscar, with his head in the 
sand, still believes in the undiscovered." 

Oscar retorted : " With otir James vulgarity 
begins at home and should be allowed to stay 
there." Which in t^rn brought Whistler's : 
" A poor thing, Oscar ! but for once, I suppose, 
your own." 

Later we had Whistler's famous and bitter 
summing up. ..." What has Oscar in common 
with Art ? except that he dines at our tables 
and picks from our platters the plums for the 
pudding he peddles in the provinces. . . . Oscar 
— ^the amiable, irresponsible, esurient Oscar — 
with no more sense of a picture than of the fit 
of a coat, has the courage of the opinions . . . 
of others ! " 

Oscar Wilde learned almost all he knew of art 
and of controversy from Whistler, but he was 
never more than a pupil in either field ; for 
controversy especially he was poorly equipped : 
he had neither the courage, nor the bitterness, 
nor the joy in conflict of his great exemplar. 
It was only his geniaUty and high intelligence 
which saved him from becoming as manifest a 
butt as Mr. Sidney Colvin or poor 'Arry Quilter. 

Ten years later he became as witty as his 
master, and a thousand times more humorous, 
but even then he was a wretched fighter, too 
kindly ever to be a good disputant. 

• ••••• 

Very soon after meeting Oscar Wilde for the 
first time I confessed to myself that I liked him ; 
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his talk was intensely quickening. He had 
something unexpected to say on almost every 
subject. His mind was agile and powerful, and 
he took a delight in using it. He was well read, 
too, in several languages, especially in French, 
and his excellent memory stood him in good 
stead. Even when he merely repeated what the 
great ones had said perfectly, he added a new 
colouring. And already his characteristic 
humour was beginning to illumine eVery topic 
with lambent flashes. 

The first time we lunched together he told me 
that he had been asked by Harper's to write a 
book of one hundred thousand words and offered 
a large sum for it — ^I think some five thousand 
doUars — in advance. He wrote to them gravely 
that he did not know one hundred thousand 
words in English, so could not undertake the 
work, and he laughed merrily like a child at the 
cheeky reproof. 

" I have sent their letters and my reply to 
the Press," he added, and laughed again, probing 
me with inquisitive eyes : how far did I under- 
stand that self-advertisement was a necessity, 
notoriety a short cut to fame ? 

About this time an impromptu of his moved 
the town to laughter. At some dinner-party it 
appeared the ladies sat a little too long ; Oscar 
wanted to smoke. Suddenly the hostess drew 
his attention to a candle on his left : 

" Please put it out, Mr. Wilde," she said, " it's 
smoking." 
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Oscar turned to do as he was told with the 
remark : 

" Happy candle ! " 

The charming impertinence ha,d an extra- 
ordinary success. 

Early in our friendship I was forced to see 
that the love of the uncommon, his paradoxes 
and epigrams were natural to him, sprang 
immediately from his nature and temperament. 
Perhaps it would be well to define once for all his 
attitude towards life with more scope and par- 
ticularity than I have hitherto done. It is often 
supposed that he had no clear and coherent 
view of life, no belief, no faith to guide his 
vagrant footsteps ; but such an opinion does 
him an injustice. He had his own philosophy, 
and held to it for long years with astonishing 
tenacity. His attitude towards life can best be 
seen if he be held up against Goethe. He took 
the artistic view of life which Goethe had first 
stated, and, indeed, in youth had overstated 
with an astonishing persuasiveness : " the beau- 
tiful is more than the good," said Goethe ; " for 
it includes the good." 

It seemed to Oscar, as it had seemed to young 
Goethe, that " the extraordinary alone sur- 
vives " ; the extraordinary whether good or bad ; 
he therefore sought after the extraordinary, and 
naturally enough often fell into extravagance. 
But how stimulating it was in London, where 
sordid platitudes drip and drizzle all day Ipng, 
to hear some one talking brilliant paradoxes. 
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Oscax's appeal to the artistic intelligence was as 
quicjkening as sunshine. 

Goethe did not linger long in the half-way 
house of unbelief ; the murderer, he saw, may 
win notoriety as easily as the martyr, but the 
memory of him will not be cherished. " The 
fashion of this world passeth away," said the 
great German, " I would fain occupy myself 
with that which endures." 

Midway on life's road Goethe accepted Kant's 
moral imperative and restated his creed : "A 
man must resolve to live," he said, " not only 
for the Good and Beautiful, but for the Common 
Weal." 

Oscar did not push his thought into such 
transcendental regions. 

It was a pity, I often felt, that he had not 
studied German as thoroughly as French ; Goethe 
might have done more for him than Verlaine or 
Balzac, for in &pite of aU his stodgy German 
faults Goethe is the best guide through the 
mysteries of life that the modern world has 
yet produced. Oscar Wilde stopped where the 
religion of Goethe began ; he was as obstinate 
a pagan and individualist as Goethe had been 
in youth ; h e lived for t he beautiful and extra- 
ordinary, but not iorthe Good, and still less for 
the Whole ; he acknowledged no moral obliga- 
tion ;. in commune bonus was an ideal which never 
said ahything to him ; he cared nothing for the 
common good; he held himself above the mass 
of the people with an Englishman's extravagant 
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insularity and aggressive pride. Politics, religion 
— everything interested him simply as a subject 
of art ; life itsel f was merely materiaLJpr a-rt. 
This was Whistler's position, too, the position 
most natural to an artist. 

The view was astounding in England, and new 
everywhere in its one-sidednes&. Its passionate 
exaggeration, however, was quickening, and 
there is, of course, something to be said for it. 
The artistic view of life is often higher than the 
ordinary religious view ; at least it does not 
deal in condemnations and exclusions ; it is more 
reasonable, more catholic, more finely perceptive. 

" The artist's view of life is the only possible 
one," Oscar used to say, " and should be applied 
to everything, most of all to religion and morality. 
Cavaliers and Puritans are interesting for their 
costumes and not for their convictions." 

" There is no such thing as morality ; for 
there is no general rule of spiritual health ; it is 
all personal, individual. ... I only demand 
that freedom which I willingly concede to others. 
No one condemns another for preferring green 
to gold. Why should any taste be condemned ? 
Liking and disliking are not under our control. 
I want to choose the nourishment which suits 
my body and my soul." 

I can almost hear him say the words with his 
charming humorous smile and exquisite flash of 
deprecation, as if he were half inclined to make 
fun of his own statement. 

It was not his views on art, however, which 
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recommended him to the aristocratic set in 
London ; but his contempt for social reform, or 
rather his utter indifference to it, and his English 
love of inequality. He never took sufficient 
interest in politics to state his position clearly 
or strongly, but his prejudices were the prejudices 
of the English governing class and were all in 
favour of individual freedom, or anarchy under 
the protection of the policeman. 

" The poor are poor creatures," he used to 
say, " and must always be hewers of wood and 
drawers of water. They are really the dung- 
heap out of which men of genius and artists 
grow like flowers. Their function is to give 
birth to genius and nom-ish it. They have no 
other raison d^etre. Were men as intelligent as 
bees, all gifted individuals would be supported 
by the community, as the bees support then- 
queen. We should be the fkst charge on the 
State, just as Socrates declared that he ought 
to be kept in the Prytanseum at the pubhc 
expense. 

" Don't talk to me, Frank, about the hardships 
of the poor. The hardships of the poor are 
necessities, but talk to me of the hardships of 
men of genius, and I could weep tears of blood. 
I was never so affected by any book in my life 
as I was by the sordid misery of Balzac's poet, 
Eugene de Rubempre." 

Naturally this creed of an exaggerated indi- 
vidualism appealed peculiarly to the best set in 
London. It was eminently aristocratic. 
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1898 : After the Downfall 
The more I thought the matter over, the more 
clearly I saw that the only chance of salvation 
for Oscar was to get him to work, to give him 
some purpose in life, and the reader should 
remember here that at this time I had not seen 
De Profundis, and did not know that while in 
prison Oscar had himself recognized this neces- 
sity. After all, I said to myself, nothing is lost 
if he will only begin to write. A man should be 
able to whistle happiness and hope down the 
wind and take despair to his bed and heart, and 
win courage from his harsh companion. Happi- 
ness is no good to the artist : happiness never 
creates anything but memories. If Oscar would 
work and not brood over the past and study 
himself like an Indian fakir, he might yet come 
to soul-health and achievement. He could win 
back everything ; his own respect, and the 
respect of his fellows, if indeed that were worth 
winning. An artist, I know, must have at least 
the self-abnegation of the hero, and heroic 
resolution to strive and strive, or he will never 
bring it far even in his art. If I could only get 
Oscar to work, it seemed to me everything might 
yet come right. I spent a week with him, 
lunching and dining and putting all this before 
him in every way. 

I noticed that he enjoyed the good eating and 
the good drinking as intensely as ever. He was 
even drinking too much I thought, and was 
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begiiining to get stout and flabby again, but the 
good living was a necessity to him, and it cer- 
tainly did not prevent him from talking charm- 
ingly. He was getting very deaf, and on that 
account fell into unusual drifts of silence, but 
the pauses seemed to set off the brilliance of his 
talk : his monologues were more interesting 
than ever, his humour richer and more pervasive. 
For hours together he would keep his hearers 
smiling delightedly, interested in all he said, 
exquisitely amused by the happy verbal radiance 
playing over his rhythmic speech. He would 
frequently begin with some little story, or 
apologue, and then toss witty nothings about 
like a conjurer playing with coloured balls, 
always ready to seize on the first remark and 
illumine it with a noVel significance, or make it 
the reason for relating some new and interesting 
experience. Other men may have talked as 
well, but surely none ever had such wealth of 
verbal humour. Dozens of the winged words of 
to-day were of his coining on the spur of the 
moment : " Thick as thieves in Vallambrosa " ; 
" The woman who hesitates is won " ; unex- 
pected flirts of gay insight. 

I perpetually praised these performances in 
order to induce him to write : but as soon as I 
brought up the subject he would shake his head 
gloomily : 

" Oh, Frank, I cannot ; you know my rooms ; 
how could I write there ? A horrid bedroom like 
a closet, and a little sitting-room without any 
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outlook. Books everywhere ; and no place to 
write ; to tell the truth, I cannot even read in 
it. No artist could write in such sordid misery." 

Again and again he came back to this. He 
harped upon his poverty, so that I could not but 
see purpose in it. He was already cunning in the 
art of getting money without asking for it. My 
heart ached for him ; one goes downhill with 
such fatal speed and ease, and the mire at the 
foot is so loathsome. 

" You ought to work, Oscar. After all, why 
should anyone help you, if you will not help 
yourself ? If I cannot aid you to save yourself, 
I am only doing you harm." 

" A base sophism, Frank, mere sophistry, as 
you know : the fatted calf is better than husks 
for any man." 

" You could easily win thousands and live like 
a prince again. Why not make the effort ? " 

" It is harder than you think, Frank. If I had 
pleasant sunny rooms I'd try. . ; . It's harder 
than you think." 

" Nonsense, it's easy for you. Your punish- 
ment has made your name known in every 
country in the world. A book of yours would 
sell like wildfire ; a play of yoiirs would draw 
in any capital. You might live here like a prince. 
Shakespeare lost love and friendship, hope and 
health to boot — everything, and yet forced him- 
self to write The Tempest. Why can't you ? " 

" I'll try, Frank, I'U try." 

I may just mention here that any praise of 
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what others had done moved Oscar to emulation. 
He always compared himself to the greatest. 
When my articles on Shakespeare first came out 
in The Satwrday Review, I declared in them that 
no one had ever given completer record of him- 
self than Shakespeare : " We know him better 
than we know any of our contemporaries," I 
went on, " and he is better worth knowing." 
When this appeared Oscar wrote to me praising 
the article ; but condemning the phrase. 

" Surely, Frank, you have forgotten me," 
were his words, " surely I am better worth know- 
ing than Shakespeare." 

I had to go back to England, and some little 
time elapsed before I could return to Paris ; but 
I crossed again early in the summer, and found 
he had written nothing. 

I often talked with him about it ; but now he 
changed his ground a little. 

*' I can't write, Frank. When I take up my 
pen all the past comes back : I cannot bear my 
thoughts . . . regret and remorse, like twin 
dogs, wait to seize me at any idle moment. I 
must go out and watch life, amuse, interest 
myself, or I should go mad. . . .. You don't 
know how sore it is about my heart as soon as I 
am alone. I am face to face with my own soul : 
the Oscar of five years ago, with his beautiful 
secure life and his glorious easy triumphs, comes 
up before me, and I cannot stand the contrast. 
^ . . My eyes burn with tears. If you care for 
me you will not ask me to write," 
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"You promised to try," I said, somewhat 
harshly, " and I want you to try. You haven't 
suffered more than Dante suffered in exile and 
poverty ; a man as proud as Lucifer forced to 
be a parasite ; yet you know if he had suffered 
ten times as much he would have written it all 
down. Tears, indeed ! the fire in his eyes would 
have dried the tears." 

" True enough, Frank, but don't you see that 
Dante was aU one piece ? I am at war with 
myself. I was born to sing the joy and pride of 
life, the pleasure of living, the delight in every- 
thing beautiful in this most beautiful world, and 
they took me and tortured me till I learned sorrow 
and pity. Now I cannot sing the joy, Frank, 
because I know the suffering, and I was never 
made to sing of suffering. I hate it, and I want 
to sing the love-songs of joy and delight. It is \ 
joy alone which appeals to my soul. The joy j 
of life and beauty and love — I could sing the \ 
song of Apollo the Sun-God, and they try to 
force me to sing the lament of the tortiu-ed ; 
Marsyas. ..." / 

This to me was his true and final confession. 
His second fall after leaving prison had put him 
" at war with himself." That is, I think, the 
heart of truth about him ; the song of sorrow, 
of pity and renunciation, was not his song, and' 
the experience of suffering prevented him from 
singing the delight of life and the joy he took in 
beauty. It never seemed to occur to him that 
he should stand with one foot on self-indulgence 
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and with the other on renunciation, and reach 
a faith which should include both in a completer 
acceptance of life. 

In spite of his sunny nature he had a certain 
amount of jealousy and envy in him which was 
always brought to light by the popular success 
of those whom he had known and measured. 
I remember his telling me once that he wrote 
his first play because he was annoyed at the way 
Pinero was being praised. " Pineroj who can't 
write at all : he can make plots and scenes and 
nothing else. His characters are made of dough : 
and never was there such a worthless style, or 
rather such a complete absence of style : he 
writes like a grocer's assistant." 

I noticed now that this trait of jealousy was 
stronger in him than ever. One day I threw him 
an English illustrated paper which I had bought 
on my way to lunch. It contained a picture of 
Lord Curzon as Viceroy of India. He was 
photographed in a carriage with his wife by his 
side : the State carriage drawn by four horses, 
with outriders, and escorted by cavalry and 
cheering crowds — ^all the paraphernalia and pomp 
of imperial power. 

" Do you see that, Frank ? " Oscar cried ; 
" fancy George Curzon being treated like that. 
I knew him well ; a more perfect example of 
plodding mediocrity was never seen in the world. 
He had never a thought or phrase above the 
common. ..." 
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" Now George Curzon plays king in India : 
Wyndham is a Secretary of State, and I'm hiding 
in shame and poverty here in Paris, an exile and 
outcast. Do you wonder that I cannot write, 
Frank ? The dreadful injustice of life maddens 
me. After all, what have they done in com- 
parison with what I have done ? . . . 

" Close the eyes of all of us now and fifty years 
hence, or a hundred years hence, no one will 
know anything about the Curzons, or the Wynd- 
hams : whether they lived or died wiU be a 
matter of indifference to every one ; but my 
comedies and my stories and The Ballad of 
Reading Gaol will be known and read by millions, 
and even my unhappy fate will call forth world- 
wide sympathy." 

" That's yom* real reward, Oscar, an exceeding 
great reward ; that's what you have laboured 
for, fame and sympathy when you are dead, a 
longer breath of life than other men can hope to 
enjoy, and that is why you should write now. 
Go on, do more, and do it better." 

" Oh, Frank, it's impossible, impossible for me 
to work under these disgraceful conditions." 

" But you can have better conditions now and 
more money as you want it if you'll begin to 
work." 

He shook his head despairingly. Again and 
again I tried, but again and again failed to move 
him to any effort. At last one day I said to 
him : 

" The only thing that will make you write. 
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Oscar, is absolute, blank poverty. That's the 
sharpest spur after all — ^necessity." 

"You don't know me, Frank," he replied 
tartly. " I would kill myself. I can endm-e to 
the end; but to be absolutely destitute would 
show me that suicide is the open door." 

Suddenly his depressed manner changed and 
his whole face lighted up : 

" Isn't it comic, Frank, the way the English 
talk of the ' open door ' while their doors are 
always locked and barred and bolted, even 
their church doors ? Yet it is not hypocrisy in 
them ; they simply cannot see themselves as 
they are ; they have no imagination." 

There was a long pause, and then he went on 
gravely : 

" Suicide, Frank, is always the temptation of 
the unfortunate, a great temptation." 

" Suicide is the natural end of the world- 
weary," I replied, " but you enjoy life intensely. 
For you to talk of suicide is ridiculous." 

" Do you know that my wife is dead ? " 

" I had heard it," I replied. 

" My way back to hope and a new life ends 
in her grave," he went on. " Everything that 
happens to me is symbolic and irrevocable." 

He spoke, I thought, with a certain grave 
sincerity. 

" The great tragedies of the world are all final 
and complete ; Socrates would not escape death, 
though Crito opened the prison door for him. 
I could not avoid prison, though you showed me 
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the way to safety. Some of us are fated to suffer, 
don't you think ? as an example to humanity — 
' an echo and a light unto eternity.' " 

" I think it would be finer, instead of taking 
the punishment lying down, to trample it 
beneath your feet, and make it a rung of the 
ladder." 

" Oh, Frank, you would turn all the tragedies 
into triumphs, that is the fighter in you." 

" Nonsense," I cried, " you love life as much 
as ever you did ; more than anyone I have ever 
seen." 

"It is true," he cried, his face lighting up 
again, " more than anyone. Life delights me. 
The people passing on the boulevards, the play 
of the sunshine in the trees ; the vibrating 
noise, the quick movement of the cabs, the 
costumes of the cockers and sergents-de-ville, 
kings and beggars, princesses and prostitutes all 
please me to the soul, charm me, and if you will 
only let me talk instead of bothering me to 
write I shall be quite happy. Why should I 
write any more ? I have done enough for 
fame. . . . 

" I will tell you a story, Frank," he broke off, 
and he told nie a slight thing about Judas. The 
little tale was told delightfully, with eloquent in- 
flections of voice and still more eloquent pauses. 

• ••••• 

" The end of all this is," I said, before going 
back to London, " the end of all this is, that you 
will not write ? " 



OSCAR WILDE 117 

" No, no, Frank," he said, " that I cannot 
write under these conditions. If I had money 
enough ; if I could shake off Paris and forget 
those awful rooms of mine and get to the Riviera 
for the winter and live in some seaside village 
of the Latins or Etrurians with the blue sea at 
my feet, and the blue sky above, and the scent 
of rosemary and myrtle in my nostrils, and God's 
sunlight about me and no care for money, then 
I would write as naturally as a bird sings, because 
one is happy and cannot help it. . . ." 

But when the occasion was given him, and he 
spent a whole winter on the Riviera, he wrote 
nothing more than a couple of verses of a ballad 
on A Fisher Boy, verses which were never even 
written down. 

• • • • • • 

The will to live had almost left him : so long 
as he could live pleasantly and without effort 
he was content ; but as soon as ill-health came, 
or pain, or even discomfort, he grew impatient 
for deliverance. 

One day when out driving in the last months 
a friend remonstrated with him for stopping too 
frequently to drink : 

" You know you shouldn't, Oscar ; the doctors 
said you shouldn't." 

For one moment the sad eyes held him : 

" Why not, Bobbie ? What have I to live 
for ? " And his best friend could only bow his 
head. 

But to the last he kept his Joyous humour and 



118 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

charming gaiety. His disease brought with it a 
certain irritation of the skin, annoying rather 
than painful. Meeting this same friend after 
some weeks of separation he wanted to apologize 
for scratching himself : 

" Really," he exclaimed, " I'm more like a 
great ape than ever ; but I hope you'll give me 
a lunch, Bobbie, and not a nut." 

At the very last, some extravagance brought 
out the gibe that he was " dying beyond his 
means " — ^his happy humour illumined even his 
death-bed. 



JOHN DAVIDSON: AD MEMORIAM 

IT was in 1889 that I first met John Davidson : 
he had sent The Ballad of the Nun to me 
hoping that I would publish it in The Fortnightly 
Review. I read the poem, as indeed I read every 
contribution in those early days, hoping it was 
a masterpiece, and this time I was not dis- 
appointed. I can still recall the thrill of these 
verses : 

The adventurous sun took heaven by storm ; 

Clouds scattered largesses of rain ; 
The sounding cities, rich and warm, 

Smouldered and glittered in the plain. 

Sometimes it was a wandering wind. 
Sometimes the fragrance of the pine. 

Sometimes the thought how others sinned. 
That turned her sweet blood into wine. 

Sometimes she heard a serenade 

Complaining sweetly far away : 
She said, " A young man woos a maid " ; 

And dreamt of love till break of day. 



For still night's starry scroll unfurled. 
And still the day came like a fiood : 

It was the greatness of the world 
That made her long to use her blood. 

119 
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Naturally I was eager to meet the poet : I 
wrote to him, telling him of the joy his ballad 
had given me, hoped that he would call when he 
had nothing better to do. A day or two later 
he came, and I took to him at first sight. He 
was a little below middle height, but strongly 
built with square shoulders and remarkably fine 
face and head : the features were almost classi- 
cally regular, the eyes dark brown and large, the 
forehead high, the hair and moustache black. 
His manners were perfectly frank and natural : 
he met every one in the same unaffected kindly 
human way : I never saw a trace in him of 
snobbishness or incivility. Possibly a great man, 
I said to myself, certainly a man of genius, for 
simplicity of manner alone is in England almost 
a proof of extraordinary endowment. I soon 
noticed one little peculiarity in Davidson, his 
enunciation was exceptionally distinct : every 
word had its value to him, each syllable its 
weight. 

I met him with a sUght embarrassment. 
Though I was editor of the review, the managing 
director, Mr. Frederic Chapman, expected to be 
consulted before any abnormal expense was 
incurred or any extraordinary article accepted. 
In my elation I laid The Ballad of the Nun before 
him and hoped he would allow me to pay £50 
for it. To my astonishment he scouted the idea : 
" poetry didn't pay," he assured me, " never 
had paid, never would pay ; a fiver was plenty 
to give for any poem : all poets were hard up 
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. . . five pounds would buy the best any of 
them could do." 

It was no use trying to alter his opinion. I 
had scarcely made up my mind to plead poverty 
to Davidson when Chapman came to my room 
and begged me not to publish the poem on any 
account : he had read the verses I had praised 
and he thought them disgustingly licentious. 
In vain I argued and quoted : I was up agaihst 
the tradesman's view of art, and ati English 
tradesman at that. There was nothing to be done 
but accept the brainless decision or throw up my 
post. I had to be taught that to edit a review 
in London is not to be a priest in the Temple of 
the Spirit, but the shopman pander to a childish 
public with a gigantic appetite for what was 
conventional and commonplace. 

Davidson made such a good impression on me 
that I told him the truth : the poem would have 
its place in English literature, but my directors 
, would not publish it. He took the disappoint- 
ment perfectly, confessed that he would have 
liked the ballad to appear in The Fortnightly ; 
adding handsomely that my appreciation of it 
was sufficient compensation, and so forth. 

From that time on we were friends, and met 
half a dozen times every season as one meets 
friends in London. Such of our meetings as 
marked rings of growth in ovir intimacy I shall 
find a mournful pleasure in recalling here, for 
long before the tragic end Davidson had become 
dear to me. 
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The growth of Mendship Uke the growth of 
love in my experience proceeds often by leaps 
and bounds and not by gradual, imperceptible 
accretions as the young are apt to imagine. 
Like love, friendship has to be won, is indeed 
also a twin flower of desire and conquest. I 
accuse myself now of taking Davidson's friend- 
ship too much for granted ; but it seemed 
valuable to me from the first, and I tried to 
introduce him to people who might have been of 
use to him ; but he was unwUling to come out 
of his shell, not from shyness, but pride. 

Once, however, I succeeded. 

I took him to a house at Wimbledon where 
his poetry was already known and loved. As 
soon as Davidson found he was among friends 
and admirers who could appreciate his work, he 
let himself go with the ingenuousness of a boy. 
He recited passages that he hked in his own work 
or the work of others, and, of course, one noticed 
immediately that he had an extraordinary know- 
ledge of the best English poetry. Like most 
poets, he chanted his hnes, marking the metre 
of the verse a Uttle too distinctly ; but there was 
a certain impressiveness in the peculiarity. And 
how sincere he was and how enthusiastic when 
repeating the verses he loved : one could hear 
thriUing across the rhythm his intimate under- 
standing and generous admiration. It was in 
this spirit he quoted something of Burns, whom 
I had been running down just to see if his 
patriotism would revolt. He had no conscious 
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local vanity, and he recognized certain of Burns's 
limitations, but, as a Scot, he could not help 
overrating him. 

Again and again at this sitting Davidson 
complained of his memory ; but the listeners 
found reason ;tb wonder at its fidelity. He com- 
plained, too, as I often heard him complain 
afterwards, of his fumbling speech. " With a 
pen in hand I am articulate," he cried, " but 
my tongue's a poor instrument." It was, in fact, 
a very good instrument, though doubtless his 
pen was better. 

It is only in his books that the creative artist 
can reveal his peculiar gift ; in conversation, 
however intimate, he seldom is able to show 
more than the intellectual or critical side of his 
talent. This analytic critical faculty is only the 
obverse of the synthetic creative power, and 
whatever shortcomings there are in the one can 
usually be traced in the other. Goethe over- 
praised honest mediocrities because there was 
such heavy German paste in him that he could 
enjoy drivel and produce deserts of dullness 
such as ensure oblivion to the Wanderjdhre. 
I felt pretty sure that Davidson would not give 
me ready-made or popular judgments ; as an 
original poet he would have his own creed, a new 
canon. And a most original critic he showed 
himself, as I had expected. 

What appeared at first to be a freakish 
sincerity marked all his literary judgments ; 
most of his preferences were based on reason, 
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though the reason didn't always seem adequate. 
This tantalizing unexpectedness was, of course, 
the tap-root of his genius, the proof of his 
originality. Let me recall some of his judgments. 
He declared that " 'The Song of the Shirt ' was 
the most important Enghsh poem of the nine- 
teenth century : ' The woman in unwomanly 
rags plying her needle and thread ' was of the 
very stuff of great poetry. ' ' And James Thomson 
in natural endowment was the first English poet 
of his time, high throned among the Immortals. 
Tennyson, on the other hand, was only a master- 
craftsman, both he and Browning mere bourgeois 
optimists. Burns could see, he said, and Blake 
had vision at times, and Wordsworth prof oimdly ; 
but Swinburne was merely an amorist. 

Davidson's reverence was all for the spirit and 
not the letter, sincerity to him was the hall- 
mark of genius. Among the living Meredith was 
" our foremost man of letters," while Yeats was 
only " the seer of the twilight, the singer of 
' pearl-pale ' fingers and ' dove-grey ' seaboards," 
and Shaw hardly more than a " humorist." 
His appreciation of form as became a poet was 
wellnigh perfect, but all his admiration even in 
those early days went to the teachers and not to 
the singers. 

Gradually we won Davidson to speak of him- 
self : he had come, he said, of Scotch peasant 
stock : put his thick strong hands with short 
spatulated fingers forward as evidence of his 
workman origin — " the mark of the ploughman," 
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he called them. And then he spoke of the delicacy 
of constitution shown in his relatively thin neck : 
one would think, he said, that a thick neck would 
show a brain well fed with large blood-vessels ; 
as a matter of fact, it's always a sign of exor- 
bitant animalism. I had noticed his compara- 
tively thin neck, too, and thought it usually 
went with other signs of delicacy, such as fine 
silky thick hair : but Davidson contended that 
his hair was not fine and not thick, and when he 
saw me unconvinced he suddenly put up his hand 
and in a twinkling plucked off a "transforma- 
tion " and discovered an astonishing dome of bald 
forehead. > We couldn't help laughing, and I 
asked him why he wore such a thing. " I was 
prematurely bald," he said, " and a little ashamed 
of looking so old ; now I'm thinking of leaving 
my head as it is ; but the flies annoy^me^ and so 
I put off the decision.!'. A few years later he 
doffed the disguise finally, and I think his 
appearance was improved thereby, for his fore- 
head was remarkable — domed like Swinburne's 
and Shakespeare's. 

Thinking over my fiirst long talks with David- 
son I came to the conclusion that, having sprung 
from the people and suffered a good deal from 
poverty, he gave undue importance to social 
reforni, and to that sympathy with the poor 
which is in our time almost a religion. Besides, 
he was a little influenced by the undeserved 
neglect shown to his own works. He had a 
passionate admiration for all the great spirits 
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of the past, and even for the really great of his 
own generation : but he was apt to be unjust 
to the lesser lights of the time who for some 
reason or other had achieved popularity. 

He could not stand Henley, for instance, and 
spoke of him disdainfully : said laughingly : 
" I wrote a couplet on him once because he's 
always sheltering himself behind Byron to de- 
preciate contemporaries more important than 
his idol : 

Behind the gallant verse, the gallant prose ; 
A little soul : its finger to its nose. 

" You remember," he added, " how Lamb 
called Wordsworth ' the Beadle of Parnassus ' — 
good ? isn't it ? We don't want beadles ! " 

"Excellent," I cried, "I hadn't heard it 

before. My judgment of Henley," I went on, 

" is as disdainful as yours : I always called him 

Pistol Bedivivus. You remember his verse : 

It matters not how straight the gate. 
How charged with punishment the scroll, 
I am the Master of my fate, 
I am the Captain of my Soul." 

" It deserves to be called ' The Swan Song of 
Pistol ! ' " cried Davidson. 

" Yet one couldn't help pitying him," I re- 
joined, "with his splendid torso and leonine 
head, and those terrible, twisted legs." 

" Why ' pity ' ? " replied Davidson ; " after 
aU, it was his own fault. If a man will take 
certain risks, he must submit to- the conse- 
quences as best he may." 



(4 
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I thought this a hard saying. 
You would not exclude pity," I cried : 

thank God ! we don't all get punished accord- 
ing to our transgressions. The world would be 
a dreadful place if Justice reigned : which of us 
could face that Gorgon head ? " 

" I don't agree," cried Davidson, with a 
Scotch love of argument and a certain personal 
bitterness in the tone : " I only wa.nt justice, 
nothing more, nothing less. Do you remember 
the astonishing lines : I think them as fine as 
anything of Shakespeare : 

This toils my body, this consumeth age, 
That only I to all men just must be, 
And neither gods nor men be just to me. 

" A cry from the inmost heart — eh ? " 

I nodded, for I knew The Spanish Tragedy, 
and Davidson went on : 

"See how " (and he mentioned a minor 

poet of the time) " is being puffed into popularity 
by the academic critics, the Sidney Colvins and 
other such nonentities : it irritates and disgusts 
me." 

" Some of his dramatic stuff," I chimed in, 
" is indeed uninspired enough to be popular." 

" You should print my verse about him as a 
corrective," cried Davidson, and he recited 
merrily : 

Because our Homer sometimes nods. 
The Ancient Bard who went before. 

Is that a reason, oh, ye Gods, 
Should Stephen Phillips always snore ? 
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" The Paolo and Francesca seems to me a 
beautiful love-duet," I said, "not nearly so fine 
as Romeo and Juliet, but still in its own way 
delightfurand interesting." 

" No Mercutio, no Nurse ; nothing objective 
in it," cried Davidson, " a mere lyric of love." 

I could not accept his judgment, and to find 
out just where he stood I said something in 
praise of Dowsqn. Davidson was a little unfair 
to him, too, I thought. 

" I have been faithful to thee, Cynara, in my 
fashion," strikes a note that always vibrates in 
me : but he would not have it. 

" One swallow does not make a summer," he 
cried, " nor one poem a poet : a poet is a sacred 
singer, not a sort of mechanical toy with only 
one tune in its throat." (He appeared to forget 
that this canon ruled out his favourite. Hood.) 

While admitting whatever force there was in 
his contention I insisted that all artists to-day, 
especially all poets and writers in England, were 
lamentably underpaid and misesteemed. 

" Don't for God's sake let us grudge any of 
them such popularity as they may win. They'll 
never get enough appreciation of any sort to 
make up for their trials. . . . 

" No writer in England should ever dispute 
the justice of the reward given to any of our 
clan : we should all exalt our work like actors do, 
and try to get more for it, but never depreciate 
another of the tribe. By holding together we 
shall the sooner come into our kingdom." 
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Davidson, I believe, did not realize fully what 
I was driving at ; nor did I care to push my 
theories on him, being more intent at the moment 
on getting a fair mental portrait of him. 

It was his sincerity which struck me most at 
the outset ; three or four years later he showed 
me that his unswerving loyalty to truth was an 
even deeper characteristic and had brought him 
to many-sided wisdom. He saw his own people 
with the unflinching direct vision which Dante 
turned on his Florentines. 

" The English," he said one day, " from the 
peer to the prentice, are the middle-class of 
Europe, the prosperous pushing shopwalkers of 
the world." 

Napoleon saw it first, but Davidson realized 
the truth a little more completely than the great 
conqueror. 

Another time Davidson declared that " the 
modem scientific spirit in literature, the resolve 
to see things as they are, and say what we are 
relentlessly is a great mood. The mood in which 
men and women wish to be and be known as they 
are, to respect and be respected, to love and be 
loved simply for what they are, is the greatest 
mood for hundreds of years." 

Such views serve to show that Davidson had 
real insight, and his judgments were usually sane 
enough if his point of view were taken into 
account. This fairness of judgment, however, 
never excluded a love of whimsical overstate- 
ment. Once in a combative mood he asserted 
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that one good poem was worth a dozen short 
stories. 1 didn't feel inclined to treat the 
absurdity seriously ; but he persisted, gravely 
assuming that the survival of Homer's poetry 
proved its superiority over all prose. At length 
I was compelled to ask him which verses in 
Homer he would put above the fifty lines of 
The Prodigal Son? Was any poetry better 
than : 

" This my son was dead and is alive again, was lost 
and is found " ? , ( 

He laughed at once charmingly. 

" We all know our own trade best," he 
chuckled, delighted at having drawn me. 

The worst of any attempt to give a pen- 
portrait of a man one has known is that one is so 
apt to deal chiefly with his intellect and give a 
picture of his mind without showing his heart 
and temperament. It should be impossible for 
me to talk of Davidson without insisting again 
and again on the charm of his companionship. 
His whimsicalities of judgment were really proof 
of his chivalric earnestness. If he had thought 
that Henley had been ill-used by the world, or 
if he had felt that Henley had given great work 
or much love to the world, nothing would have 
induced him to say a word against him. His 
thirst was for justice : he was always trying to 
establish the equitable balance : James Thomson 
had been neglected, therefore he overpraised 
James Thomson. Meredith was passing through 
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his day almost unnoticed. Davidson never let 
his name go by without the warmest praise. 
And this chivalry of disposition went with a 
sweet temper, and the most generous apprecia- 
tion of his friends and of contemporary work. 

He endured poverty, too, heroically and with- 
out murmur or tinge of envy, though with the 
years it became increasingly burdensome to him. 
His wife and he came to stay a few days with us 
once. Mrs. Davidson was a very pretty and very 
charming person, whom I was glad to know 
better. I found her very simple and sympathetic. 
One evening the fire was a little warm, and 
Davidson and I had talked philosophy for some 
time and wearied the ladies. At length Davidson 
began reciting one of his later philosophic poems, 
in his usual somewhat monotonous chanting way : 
it was very long, and he went on and on, en- 
couraged by my interest ; suddenly we discovered 
that Mrs. Davidson had fallen asleep. 

Davidson took the interruption perfectly. 

" No wonder she fell asleep," he said sym- 
pathetically. " She must be tired out. We are 
too poor to keep a servant always, and sometimes 
the household work is too much for her, poor 
dear ! 

" Isn't it a shame ? " he added, " that I can't 
get a decent living for myself and my wife ; 
though I work incessantly, and as hard as ever 
I can." 

" What do your books bring in ? " I asked. 

" About a hundred a year," he replied ; " I 
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coiildn't live on them : but now and then I get 
a windfall that tides us along. Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell likes my work, and gave me five 
hundred pounds for an acting translation of 
Ruy Bias : I've had other transactions of that 
sort mostly with plays, otherwise I don't know 
what we should have done. Before our two boys 
grew up and began to fend for themselves it was 
often very hard to make both ends meet." 

" Is it quiet where you live now ? " I asked. 

" Streathamis rather noisy," he replied, " but 
the noises don't prevent my writing, thank 
God ! " 

" Why don't you do more journalism ? " 
I probed further, thinking that this might be the 
means by which his writing talent could come 
to the assistance of his genius. 

" It's too fitful," he replied, " and I'm unfitted 
for it, for anything at all indeed except poetry : 
prose takes me more time and effort. I must just 
go on as best I can : there's no other outlet or 
hope for me." 

" What a shame ! " I cried, " that men of 
letters are not subsidized in England ! Have you 
ever approached the Government for a pension ? " 

" Friends have spoken of it," he replied, " but 
I don't think anything has been done." 

"Something must be done," I urged; "you 
should stir th^m up, get them to act." 

" No good/how," he said (it was early in the 
nineties), " i^omething may be done later when 
the Liberals come in, if that happy time ever 
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arrives. I've always been a Radical, you know," 
he added, a little proudly, I thought. 

I don't know why it never struck me that I 
should use any of the papers I edited to puff 
Davidson into prominence. I cannot account 
for my own shameful negligence in this respect. 
I can only admit the fact and partially explain 
it by saying that Davidson always seemed to me 
to have arrived. All the writers I spoke to about 
him recognized his genius : they didn't perhaps 
put him as high as I did, but one and all realized 
that he would be among the English poets when 
he died. It seemed almost impertinent to praise 
him ; but this excuse is rather an apology than 
the simple truth : the truth is, I never thought 
of it, or I should certainly have done it. I pub- 
lished whatever he sent me in The Saturday 
Review ; but I never thought of puffing Davidson 
any more than Bernard Shaw or Harold Frederic, 
or anyone who didn't expressly ask to be noticed. 
My dreadful negligence in this respect was 
brought home to me bitterly when it was too 
late, for I was told that Davidson had been hurt 
a little by my reticence. Had he said a word to 
me I'd have done anything I could : but the 
truth is, he was too proud to ask, and I too 
engrossed in other things to think even of helping 
my friend. The only plea I can urge in mitigation 
of my seeming callousness is that to-day the 
fight is so hot for all of us writers and artists that 
we are apt to overlook even sacred obligations 
if they are not pressed upon our notice. 
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My health broke dovra, and for some years I 
was in difficulties of all sorts : when I partially 
emerged in 1903 or 1904 I met Davidson again, 
and found him changed : he had grown self- 
assertive, and at the same time had developed 
a certain bitterness of attitude which seemed out 
of tune with his kindly temperament and fair 
habit of mind. All men need to have a good 
conceit of themselves in order to go through life 
sanely ; we should all grow thick, hard shells of 
conceit like lobsters to protect our sensibilities 
from rude hands. And if this is true of all men 
it is tenfold truer of the writer and artist, who 
has to persist in being at his best and doing his 
best in spite of the amused contempt or the 
complacent neglect of his contemporaries. 

The competition of life is a thousand times 
severer for the poet than most men imagine. 
The competitors of ordinary people are their 
contemporaries ; Tmen usually come to wealth 
and position ana honour if they surpass their 
living rivals ; the rivals of the writer are not of 
his time alone ; but the greatest in all the pastw 
If he writes a story or a poem, it is not the Caines 
and Austins he will have to consider, but the 
Balzacs and Shelleys ; if he sings superbly of 
love, men will instinctively compare his work 
with Romeo and Juliet ; if he writes greatly of 
jealousy, despite themselves they -vyiU think of 
Othello. The writer or poet should pray for 
conceit : the task before him is of " god-like 
hardship," and without a large dose of self- 
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esteem he is certain to come to grief unless indeed 
he can win to those heights where only the 
greatest of all time are to be fomid, where 
" buffets and rewards are taken with equal 
thanks." 

Conceit is a good armoiu* against attacks from 
without : it may ward off the shafts of envy and 
stings of censxu'e ; but it is dangerous to take 
conceit as a guide, though if you have suffered 
from undeserved contempt for years it is hard 
not to trust that high self-estimate which has 
helped you to achievement. Sooner or later the 
dark hour comes for all of us. 

When he was about forty years of age David- 
son came to this pass : starting from near the 
bottom of society he had won to the very top : 
he had made a name as common as Smith im- 
mortal ; had crowned himself in the Temple not 
made with hands, eternal in the Heavens, and 
yet he was confronted with the vast indifference 
of the public that cares less for poets than for 
acrobats, and exposed to the envious attacks of 
venomous poetasters and journalists, and this 
at a time when he was without money and 
without influence, but with health failing and 
disease threatening. It is to Davidson's honour 
that in that dread hour he never whimpered or 
whined or thought of giving in ; instead of 
abating his high pretensions as a poet, he set 
them higher still ; he would be a prophet as well, 
or rather he was a prophet, and what was true 
to him, that he would set forth with all emphasis. 
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Alas ! in spite of his sincerity and unswerving 
devotion to truth, in spite of all his gifts as a 
singer, and all his goodness as lover and father 
and friend, he could discover no light in the 
darkness, neither sun nor star. But his courage 
held ; he would sing all-encompassing Night, 
then, and Nothingness, and himself set therein 
sightless yet a god ! the only godj indeed ! 

That way madness lies : for pride dwarfs the 
mind and maims the soul. 

In the sad preface to his last work. Fleet 
Street and Other Poems, he says : " Men should 
no longer degrade themselves under such appel- 
lations as Christian, Mohammedan, Agnostic, 
Monist. Men are the Universe become con- 
scious," and so forth. That " degrade them- 
selves " is somewhat overpitched. No one calls 
himself Christian who does not feel that he is 
thereby doing his best to ennoble himself, and 
if Man is the Universe become conscious is there 
not hope in that and joy ? Man's striving 
towards the best is as splendid as the struggle of 
the flower to the light, and there is some measure 
of happiness for both in the success and the 
sunshine. 

There is some truth in Davidson's gospel of 
the man-god, though he vastly overrated its 
importance. All we know of God or of the Time- 
Spirit and purpose of things is drawn from our 
knowledge of ourselves ; to himself man is god, 
and the upward groping and growth of his own 
soul is the only revelation of the Divine which 
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we mortals can know. This idea overpowered 
Davidson : he would not believe that anyone 
else had ever seen it, or at least grasped its full 
significance, he, Davidson, and he alone, for the 
first time was the Universe grown conscious, and 
perhaps for the last time ; the supreme purpose 
being accomplished, the Universe might now 
dislimn and return to chaos : in his Testament 
he set forth the stupendous presumption : 

I dare not, must not die : I am the sight 

And bearing of the infinite ; in me 

Matter fulfils itself ; before me none 

Beheld or heard, imagined, thought or felt ; 

And though I make the mystery known to men, 

It may be none hereafter shall achieve 

The perfect purpose of eternity ; 

It may be that the Universe attains 

Self-knowledge only once ; and when I cease 

To see and hear, imagine, think and feel. 

The end may come, and matter, satisfied. 

Devolve once more through wanton change, and tides 

Of slow relapse, suns, systems, galaxies. 

Back to ethereal oblivion, pure 

Accomplished darkness, might immaculate 

Augmenting everlastingly in space. . . . 

He had lost all meastire, he did not see that 
the coming to consciousness takes place in 
boyhood in the individual, and that all the great 
work, all the achievements of maturity, come 
later. 

The world is young and not old, and mankind 
a youth, and in the morning of life indeed, sur- 
charged with health and vigour, electric with 
courage and hope, eyes aglow with heavenly 
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radiance ! Instead of singing himself as the 
ultimate, Davidson should have sung himself as 
herald and harbinger of the great time coming. 

No Thor can drain the ocean ! Davidson was 
not content with the fragment of fame he had 
achieved ; he would have all men acknowledge 
his greatness ; he was tragically ambitious, 
impious in self-assertion, the Scotch preacher 
vein in him becoming more and more dominant 
choked the sweet poetry. It reminded me often 
of Swinburne's satiric couplet : 

We've got no faith, and we don't know what to do, 
To think one can't believe a creed because it isn't true ! 

Every time we met from 1907 onwards there 
was deterioration in him : the worse he did, the 
higher he. put his claims, and there was nothing 
to be done for him or with him. If one praised 
his poetry and begged him to give the world 
more of it, he pooh-poohed it all. I reminded 
him once of how exquisitely he had written of 
larks and their singing, and he replied : 

" My dear Frank, Shelley did it better, and 
I have better things to do, greater songs to sing ; 
which you will not listen to." 

" I'm ready to listen," I cried ; but he shrugged 
his shoulders and drew silence about him as a 
garment. I was full of distress and disquiet 
about him and wondered how he would pull 
through. Then the news of his pension came and 
delighted me. It has come in the very nick of 
time, I exulted, to save him from himself : true. 
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it is only £100 a year ; but that to Davidson is! 
a great deal, and it is the full and fitting and 
perfect reply of the Futiu-e to the journalists' 
attacks on him of the moment. Now he is saved, 
I thought, and will surely do better than ever. 

A few days later I met him at the door of the 
Cafe Royal in Regent Street and congratulated 
him warmly. For the first time I thought he 
posed a little, was inclined to be pompous. 

" It has done me good," he admitted, " but 
what I like about it is, it is evidently given for 
my latest work. Some glimmering of the truth 
I've sung has pierced the darkness ; it's a sort 
of recognition. . . ." 

"Oh, it's immense," I cried, "an English 
Government gives you money, says one poet is 
worth saving, helping : it's extraordinary, it's 
everything : you must really be pleased and 
proud and content. We are all so glad ! " 

He took it all with grave dignity, like a mon- 
arch receiving homage, I thought ; and holding 
himself aloof a little for dignity's sake. 

I went on my way wondering how long the 
intoxication would last. 

Some time later I met him again : he was 
down in the dumps. When I referred to his 
pension he flew out at me. 

" What's a hundred a year ? How can one 
live on it ? It's almost an insult. They give 
So-and-so two hundred and me one — ^it's ab- 
surd. . . ," 

" A good staff, literature," I replied, " but a 
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poor crutch ; still, a hundred a year keeps a roof 
over one's head and a door closed against the 
wolf." 

But why, I wondered, couldn't the English 
Government give so that the gift itself should be 
dignified by the giving. Seeing that artists and 
prophets and writers have scant reward in the 
money way, and if they belong to the future by 
dint of greatness scant honour in the present : 
why doesn't the House of Commons, the great 
Council of the Nation, set one day or one hour 
aside each year in which to do them honour. 
The names of the selected candidates might 
then be put upon the roU of honour and the 
thanks of Parliament be recorded and accorded 
to them. Those who seek riches and succeed, 
who, therefore, deserve least of their fellow-men, 
for they take much and give little or nothing, are 
awarded titles and peerages and all the rest of 
it ; but those who have given their lives and 
labour to the service of man in the most dis- 
interested way get neither wealth nor honour nor 
any sort of recognition. All this, it seems to me, 
is certain to be altered, and sooner than we think. 

The pension given to Davidson did not en- 
courage him for long ; it was not enough to cover 
his necessities. I thought his disappointment 
might be dissipated, and took him for a long 
talk. We dined and spent the evening together. 
Late that night he told me for the first time of 
his fear of cancer : he dwelt on the pain, and, 
above all, on the ignominy of the smell that 
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accompanies the dreadful disease. " A stinking 
death," he called it, with the shuddering disgust 
of the artist. I made light of his fears, could not 
believe they were well founded, and if they were, 
assured him he would meet the Arch-Fear with 
perfect courage as he had met and conquered 
worse devils during his life. After all, death has 
to be faced by all of us ! 

" But cancer, cancer is disgusting," he cried ; 
" I've always loathed and dreaded it. Do all 
one's fears in life materialize to tortxire us ? 
You say all our prayers are granted, perhaps all 
our fears, too, get realized ? " . . . 

After we had parted the talk came back to me, 
I felt that Davidson was reaUy depressed, and 
reproached myself for not having helped further 
and shown him the unreality of his dread ; a 
vague fear at heart told me it was not well with 
him. 

Here is a verse from that time heavy with 
hopeless misery, which shows I had read his 
mood correctly : 

And defeat was my crown ! 

When, naked, I wrestled with fate 
The destinies trampled me doivn : — 

I fought in the van and was great. 
And I won, though I wore no crown, 

In the lists of the world ; for fate 
And the destinies trampled me down — 
The myrmidons trampled me down. 

The darkest page in Cervantes tells how even 
Quixote was trampled down by the swine : it is 
the same dreadful experience. 



142 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

When Davidson wrote that verse despair had 
taken hold of him : a little while later the news 
came that he had disappeared ; a little later still 
that he had killed himself. The first words of the 
preface to his last work were published as the 
explanation : 

The time has come to make an end. There are 
several motives. I find my pension is not enough ; I 
have therefore still to turn aside and attempt things for 
which people will pay. My health also coimts. Asthma 
and other annoyances I have tolerated for years ; but 
I cannot put up with cancer. 

The news shocked the town ; every one had 
been talking of him and his pension, thinking 
him lucky to have got it, when suddenly he 
threw the money back in the faces of the givers 
and left the arena in disgust. For one moment 
the desperate act made men pause and think. 
Had he been treated badly ? Were these poets 
not merely " the idle singers of an idle day " ; 
but men of character, capable of desperate 
resolution, persons to be proud of and to emulate, 
and not merely amiable idiots to be half pitied, 
half despised ? 

Some pretended he had killed himself because 
of a virulent journalistic attack on his Testament 
by a ribald poetaster, but that was nonsense. 
Better than most men Davidson knew exactly 
the value and meaning of such envious slander. 
Years before, he had written, " If a poet or any 
other writer can be killed by criticism the sooner 
it is done the better." 
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But for a moment the world questioned. 
Then the tide of Hfe flowed on again and all was 
as before ; people troubled themselves as little 
about the pensioner as they had troubled them- 
selves about the poet or the prophet. What was 
his death, after all, but another man gone 
" where we all must go " ? 

Now what is the true moral or permanent 
meaning of this life to us who remain and to 
those who are to come after us ? It was un- 
deniably a great life, a life of splendid accom- 
plishment, of heroic achievement. Whatever 
may be thought of his Testament and his prose 
invocation of the Lords, and his contemptuous 
depreciation of the women's movement, there 
can be no doubt that John Davidson was a man 
of large and liberal mind who spent himself in 
devotion to high purposes, a poet some of whose 
verses have passed into the language and form 
part of the inheritance of the race. The Last 
Journey is the finest poem of the sort in English 
literature, though both Browning and Arnold 
have treated the same subject. The last verses 
of it reach tragic greatness : 

My feet are heavy now, but on I go, 
My head erect beneath the tragic years. 

The way is steep, but I would have it so ; 
And dusty, but I lay the dust with tears. 

Though none can see me weep : alone I climb 

The rugged path that leads me out of time^- 
Out of time and out of all, 
Singing yet in sun and rain, 
" Heel and toe from dawn to dusk, 
Round the world and home again." 
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Farewell the hope that mocked, farewell despair 
That went before me still and made the pace. 

The earth is full of graves, and mine was there 
Before my life began, my resting-place ; 

And I shall find it out and with the dead 

Lie down for ever, all my sayings said — 
Deeds all done and songs all sung. 
While others chant in sun and rain, 
" Heel and toe from dawn to dusk; 
Round the world and home again." 

What shall be said of the man who could 
write like this ? Davidson lives with Burns, it 
seems to me ; he is not so great a force : he has 
not Burns's pathos nor his tenderness nor his 
humour ; but he does not write in a dialect : he 
is a master of pure English, and his best work 
touches extremes of beauty and tragic sadness. 
His appalling end, too, is a sort of natural 
canonization ; suicide carries with it the sanctity 
of supreme suffering, and such majestic singu- 
larity defies oblivion. 

This is part of Davidson's reward, that his 
name will be remembered for ever, and his 
unhappy fate will be used to make life easier for 
men of genius in the future. We must never 
forget, too, that if artistic creation is the most 
difficult, most arduous, most nerve-shattering 
toil in the world, yet when even partially 
successful it has the highest recompense in 
triumphant joy, the glory of the spirit. Our 
friend, too, had his moments of exultation and 
ecstasy when he lived on the topmost height of 
man's achievement. 
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But people say that Davidson was a failure, 
and talk of his suicide as proof of weakness. 
Whistler, they assert, won through to success 
and wealth, whereas Davidson gave up the fight 
in despair, therefore Davidson was a smaller man. 
Such argument takes no account of the fact that 
perhaps of all artists success is easiest to the 
painter and hardest to the poet or writer. The 
painter's art is universal and appeals to all men, 
whereas the writer's appeal is limited to those 
of his own speech. Whistler was honoured in 
France and his work bought for the Luxembourg 
long before he was even taken seriously in 
England or America. Davidson had no such 
outlet : he had to win in England or lose al- 
together. Moreover, thousands of people can 
see beauty in a picture for one who loves poetry, 
and a picture can be finished in a week, whereas 
a poem of the same importance will take half a 
year. 

Davidson, in my opinion, was an altogether 
bigger man than Whistler, a far nobler character, 
with a deeper, fairer mind, and as splendid an 
artistic endowment ; his courage, too, was as 
high ; but the test he was put to was a thousand- 
fold severer. Whistler often earned fifty pounds 
in an afternoon : he lived habitually at the rate 
of a couple of thousand pounds a year, whereas 
Davidson could hardly earn a couple of hundred. 
There were always people of great position who 
were eager to ask Whistler to lunch or dinner ; 
at forty he was one of the personages in London, 

lO 
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men pointed him out as he passed in the street, 
there was a " legend " about him. Davidson, 
on the other hand, was as little regarded as a 
butler or bootblack. One of the rarest and most 
exquisite flowers of genius of om- time almost 
totally neglected : the fact does not say much 
for the garden or the gardeners. 



RICHARD MIDDLETON 

IT was in the autumn of 1907 that Edgar 
Jepson introduced me to Richard Middleton 
in the office of Vanity Fair. His thick black 
beard, furrowed forehead, and heavy figure made 
him look ten years older than he was — a. man 
of thirty-five I thought him. He had assisted 
Jepson in the editing of the paper while I was in 
America, and on my return he helped me for 
some little time. He was casual, cheerfully 
impunctual, careless rather than critical in cor- 
recting other men's work, and these ordinary 
shortcomings were somewhat harassing. One 
day he remarked in the air, that if he could get 
paid for poetry he'd prefer writing to editing. 
I was a little surprised : I had not thought of 
him as a poet ; but we soon came to an arrange- 
ment. IDs first verses surprised me ; there was 
the singing quality in them, a happy ease of 
melody, a sureness and distinction of phrase 
which proved that he was indeed a poet. Better 
still, his best verses did not echo his forerunners ; 
imitative cadences there were, of course, a few 
borrowed graces ; but usually the song was his 
own and not derived — a true poet. 
One day I asked a sub-editor why there had 
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been no poetry of Middleton's in the last week's 
impression : had he sent nothing ? 

" Oh, yes," was the reply, " he sent in two or 
three poems as usual, but they were too free, 
I was afraid they'd shock Mrs. Grundy, so I'm 
about to return them." 

Needless to say, that made me eager to read 
them : one was " The Bathing Boy." I pub- 
lished it promptly, and told Middleton what I 
thought, that it was finer than Herrick, with 
something of pure beauty in it, beauty un- 
sophisticated. After that my defences went down 
before him. I published whatever he sent me 
as soon as I received it, and when he told me he 
wanted to do some stories, I was more than 
curious to see what his prose would be like ; 
a page of it convinced me : a little too rhythmic 
and rounded, it had its own charm and was 
curiously characteristic. 

" The Bathing Boy " made me want to know 
him better. I found him deeply read in English, 
and of an astoundingly sure judgment in all 
matters of literatTire. His ripeness of mind 
excited my curiosity, and I probed further. 
There was in him a modern mixture of widest 
comprehension with a child's acceptance of vice 
and suffering and abnormalities. I say a 
" child's " because it was purely curious and 
without any tinge of ethical judgment. Here 
is a self-revealing couplet : 

A human blossom glad for human eyes. 
Made pagan by a child's serenity. 
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At twenty-five Middleton had come to his ^uil 
growth and was extraordinarily mature. In 
every respect a typical artist, he had no religious 
belief, death seemed to him the proper and only 
climax to the fleeting show, but he delighted in 
the pageantry of life, and the melody of words 
entranced him. This visible world and the 
passions of men and women were all his care. 

Even on the practical side he was world- 
taught, if not world- wise ; he had been educated 
at St. Paul's School, and then spent some years 
in an insurance ofl&ce in the City : he had given 
up a large salary, he said, to write poetry. As 
I got to know and like him, I noticed that his 
head was massive, his blue eyes finely expressive, 
his characteristic attitude a dignified, somewhat 
disdainful acceptance of life's perverse iniquities. 

When I lived I sought no wings, 

Schemed no heaven, planned no hell, 

But, content with little things, 
Made ah earth, and it was well. 

I am anxious not to say one word more than 
Tie deserved : I never heard a new thought from 
him : I cannot call him, therefore, a bringer of 
new light ; at the same time, I scarcely ever 
found his judgment at fault : he could have said 
with Heine — " I stand on the topmost wave of 
all the culture of my time," and perhaps that is 
all we can ask of the poet. He was not taken by 
the popular idols; Tennyson, he thought, had 
only written half a dozen lyrics, and " Dowson, 
you know, left three " ; he regarded Browning 
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as the greatest poet since Shakespeare : " he 
has given us a gi^eater body of high poetry," he 
would say, " than any other EngUsh poet, though 
he never reached the magic of Keats." Blake 
he seemed to wince from ; the poet he knew ; 
but the prophet disquieted him, disturbed the 
serenity of his pagan sad acquiescence in this 
unintelligible world. 

The least one can say of Middleton is that at 
twenty-five he stood as an equal among the 
foremost men of his time in knowledge of thought 
and of life, and was perhaps the first of living 
singers in natural endowment. He was a love- 
poet, too, as the greatest have been, like Shake- 
speare and Keats and Goethe and Dante, and it 
was this superb faculty that made me hope great 
things from him. 

Here is a verse which justifies hope, I think : 

Love played with us beneath the laughing trees, 
We praised him for his eyes and silver skin, 
And for the little teeth that shone within 

His ruddy lips ; the bracken touched his knees, 

Earth wrapped his body in her softest breeze. 
And through the hours that held no count of sin 
We kept his court, until above oiu* din 

Night westward drove her glittering argosies. 

And this : 

Come, Death, and free me from these earthly walls 

That heaven may hold our final festivals 

The white stars trembling under ! 

I am too small to keep this passionate wonder 

Within my human frame : I would be dead 

That God may be our bed. 



RICHARD MIDDLETON 151 

I feel her breath upon my eyes, her hair 

Falls on me like a blessing, everywhere 

I hear her warm blood leaping, • 

And life it seems is but a fitful sleeping. 

And we but fretful shades that dreamed before. 

That love, and are no more. 

Though he can rise to this height of passionate 
utterance, the unique distinction of this book of 
Middleton's is that there is not a bad, hardly a 
-weak poem in the whole volume : I know few 
books of which so much can be said. Middleton 
at twenty-seven had not only a wonderful 
lyrical gift : but the power of self-criticism of 
the masters. 

Some critics have gone so far as to say that his 
prose was better than his verse ; I do not agree 
with them ; his^ prose was always the prose of 
a singer ; but he was nevertheless a story-teller 
of undoubted talent. His tales of boys are among 
the best in the language. 

His friend, Mr. Savage, tells us that " in his 
last year Middleton wrote scarcely any poetry 
at all . . . he came to love young children and 
people who are simple and kindly and not too 
clever . . . certainly he would not have written 
any more poems like his ' Irene,' " — poems that 
is, of passion. 

Well, I cannot go so far as that : I think had 
he lived he would have written both prose and 
poetry in the future as in the past : he told me 
more than once that he wrote stories because he 
found them more saleable. " There is no demand 
for poetry," he would say, in wonder, laying 
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stress on the word " demand," " no demand at 
all." 

And here we come to the tragedy of Middle- 
ton's life as of a great many other lives. There 
is no " demand " in this world for high literary 
or artistic work of any kind. If it is nevertheless 
produced, it is produced in spite of the fact that 
no one wants it and very few appreciate it ; it 
must be given, therefore, and not sold, as love is 
given and friendship and pity and all high things. 
But in spite of all such arguments the tragedy 
remains, and the gloom of it darkens our life. 

Reading this volume of poems now in the light 
of what happened, it is easy to see the attraction 
which Death held for Richard Middleton, the 
abyss enticing him again and again. He had 
lived and loved, sung his songs and told his 
stories, and the public wouldn't listen or care. 
Well, he doesn't care much either : life is only 
a dream, and this dreamer's too easily wearied 
to struggle, too proud to complain. A dozen 
poems show changing moods with the same 
changeless refrain : 

Too tired to mock or weep 
The world that I have missed. 
Love, in yotir heaven let me sleep 
An hour or two, before I keep 
My unperturbed tryst. 

Or this, with its reminiscence of Swinburne : 

And heaven's dimmest rafter 
Shall tremble to our laughter, 

While we leave our tears to your hopeless yeaxs, 
Though there be nothing after ; 
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And while your day uncloses 
Its lorn and tattered roses, 

We shall pluck the stars from your prison bars 
And bind celestial posies. 

Or this : 

Gladly the rigging sings. 

But, oh I how glad are we. 

Lords of the dreaming sea. 
And of delicious things ; 
We are more rich than kings, 

Or any men that be. 

While down eternity 
We beat with shadowy wings. 

And this jSnally : 

No more than a dream that sings 

In the streets of space ; 
Ah, would that my soul had wings, 

Or a resting-place ! 

As one turns the leaves one finds beauty 
everywhere, on every page joy in living and in 
love, and everywhere serenity, the sad serenity 
of acquiescence, and now and again the high 
clear note that promised so much to those who 
knew and loved him, and how could one help 
loving him if one knew him ? 

For all the rich and curious things 
That I have found within my sleep. 
Are naught beside this child that sings 
Among the heather and the sheep ; 
And I, who with expectant eyes 
Have fared across the star-lit foam, 
See through my dreams a new sun rise 
To conquer undchievM skies. 
And bring the dreamer home. 
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And this verse, perhaps the most character- 
istic of all, steeped as it is in the contradictory 
essences of life : 

I have been free, and had all heaven and hell 

For prison, until my piteous hands grew sore 
Striking the voiceless walls : and now it is well 
Even though I be a captive evermore. 
My grateful song shall fill my hiding-place 
To find Eternity hath so sweet a face. 

Ah, the " piteous hands " and " voiceless 
walls ! " 

It is over a year now since Mr. Savage called 
on me and told me that Richard Middleton was 
dead; that he had killed himself in Brussels. 
I stared at him unable to realize it, shocked out 
of thought, amazed and aching. I had never 
thought of Middleton as in distress or really poor : 
he had often spoken admiringly of his people, 
tenderly of a sister ; used to say when he was 
hard up that he would have to go home, " retire 
into the country for my pocket's health," 
meeting poverty as it should be met, with good- 
humour. In 1910 I noticed that his tone was a 
little sharper, and busied myself for him with 
this editor and that, and was relieved to see his 
contributions appearing wherever I had any 
influence, notably in the Academy and The 
English Review. In the summer of 1911 he gave 
me his book of poems to get published, thinking 
I had more influence with publishers than I 
possessed ; I told him it would be published 
before the end of the year, and had good hopes 
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in the matter. I could not conceal from him 
that there would be but little money in the 
venture, though I kept the fact to myself that 
the most willing publisher I could find wanted 
the cost of the book guaranteed. Had I been 
asked as to his circumstances, I should have said 
that Middleton was making his way slowly but 
surely in the esteem and affection of all good 
readers ; that a certain number of persons 
already counted him as the most promising of 
living English poets, and that their opinion was 
a forecast of fame. 

True, he had not been well all through the 
summer ; a little malady, tedious to cure, 
plagued him with annoyance and self -disgust ; 
true, he had talked now and then as one talks to 
intimate friends in moments of depression of 
" going out," heart-sick for the time being of the 
Sisyphean labour ; but the weariness and disgust 
appeared to me to be superficial ; his smile 
came as boy like as ever ; his joy in living, 
especially in Brussels, unvexed by the ghouls of 
English convention and respectability, seemed 
as deep as the sea. I have been told since that 
like Francis Adams he had tri^d already to kill 
himself, had indeed gone about for years hugging 
the idea that this door of deliverance was always 
open to him ; but he had not shown me this 
soul-side ; or perhaps I did not encourage his 
attempts at confession because of my own 
struggle with habitual melancholy. Whatever 
the explanation may be, the news of his self- 



156 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

murder fell on me as a shock : he would not 
wait for success : he had gone to death in hatred 
of living : the pity of it and the sad regret ! 

I was told later of those four days in Brussels 
which he passed in the cold, hired bedroom, four 
days in which he forced himself to face the Arch- 
Fear and conquer it. At the beginning he wrote 
a post card telling what he was about to do, 
taking farewell of his friend before the long 
journey, in high pagan fashion, and th^n in that 
last awful hour, with the bottle of chloroform 
before him, he wrote across the card : "A 
broken and a contrite spirit Thou wilt not 
despise." The awfulness of it, and the pity 
deeper than tears. 

So here's an end, I ask forgetfulness 
Now that my little store of hours is spent, 
And heart to laugh upon my punishment — 

Dear God, what means a poet more or less ? 

What it means — ^the moral of it — we all know : 
the Jews stoned the prophets, and persecuted 
those sent unto them, and their houses, we are 
told, are therefore left desolate. Some of us 
believe that this sentence endures for ever, that 
it is part of the nature of things, and that not one 
jot or one tittle of it shall pass away. 

A short time ago John Davidson threw life up 
in disgust : he couldn't get a decent living in 
England, and he was a great poet; one of the 
immortals : now Richard Middleton shakes off 
the burden as too heavy. It were better to stone 
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the prophets than to starve them, better hate 
than this ineffable callous contempt. 

Take it at its lowest ; these poets and artists 
are, so to speak, the fairest flowers in the garden, 
the only perennial flowers indeed ; what are the 
gardeners and governors thinking of to allow the 
glories of the garden to be blasted by the biting 
wind of poverty and neglect ? even intelligent 
selfishness would shield and cherish them. 

There is another side to this British disdain of 
high work. In the Daily Mail I read : 

To-day is the birthday of the greatest of living 
Englishmen. Mr. Chamberlain is, indeed, more than 
that — ^he is the most illustrious statesman now alive in 
the world ; but it is as the pre-eminent Englishman 
that his fellow-countrymen not in these islands alone, 
but in every province of the British Empire, will think 
of him. 

Canning was a very famous Prime Minister, 
and the British authorities of the time would no 
doubt have smiled if they had been told that a 
little surgeon's apprentice was a thousand times 
greater than Canning, and was destined to be 
ten thousand times more famous. Yet it was 
true : Canning to-day is almost forgotten, sinking 
rapidly into oblivion, while the name of Keats 
is growing more and more sacred : Keats already 
infinitely greater than Canning. 

And in fifty or a hundred years from to-day 
the names of John Davidson and Richard Middle- 
ton will be much better known and perhaps more 
esteemed even by Members of Parliament and 
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journalists than the names of Chamberlain or 
Asquith or Balfour. It is her best and greatest 
whom England disdains and neglects : her 
second-best and third-best and fiftieth-best are 
lauded to the brazen skies and rewarded beyond 
all possible desert. 

When I think of the fame of Chatterton and 
the halo that now surrounds his name, and the 
condemnation which his neglect casts on his age, 
I am sure that in the time to come even English- 
men will condemn this twentieth-century Eng- 
land because of the tragic fates of Davidson and 
Middleton ; for Richard Middleton was a far 
greater poet and greater man than Chatterton, 
riper too, bringing achievement in his hands as 
well as promise. 

" But what can we do ? " I may be asked, and 
the true answer is not easy. We should cultivate 
reverence in us for what is really great and 
discard some of the reverence all are eager to 
express for what is not great, but often the re- 
verse of great. 

Heartily know 

When the half-gods go 

The gods arrive. 

Such understanding is a plant of slowest 
growth. In the meantime, we might begin to 
wonder whether we should spend not £1200 a- 
year in pittances to starving poets and artists 
and their widows and orphans, but £1,200,000 
a year as a start : I would rather lose a Dread- 
nought than a Davidson or a Middleton. 
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England gives £1200 a year as a pension 
to every Cabinet Minister, and that sum is 
considered enough to divide between all her 
unfortunate poets and writers and artists and 
their nearest and dearest. Now one John 
Davidson or one Richard Middleton is worth 
more — ^let the truth be said boldly for once ! 
— orie Richard Middleton is in himself rarer 
and in his work more valuable than all the 
Cabinet Ministers seen in England during his 
lifetime. 

The Cabinet Minister has only to win in the 
limited competition of the House of Commons; 
he has only to surpass living rivals, the men of 
his own time ; but the poet might be the first 
of his generation and yet deserve little : to win 
our admiration he has to measure himself with 
the greatest of aU the past and hold his place 
among the Immortals. 

If one set of Cabinet Ministers were blotted 
out to-morrow, who can doubt, knowing the 
high-minded patriotism of the parliamentary 
office-seeker, who can doubt that another set of 
Cabinet Ministers would be forthcoming imme- 
diately ? And it is just as certain that after a 
month or a year, the new set would be about as 
efficient or inefl&cient as their lamented pre- 
decessors. But thinkers and poets like Davidson 
and Middleton are not forthcoming in this 
profusion. If there is no " demand " for them 
in England, there is assuredly no " supply " in 
the usual sense of that overworked word. 
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What shall become then of a people who takes 
the children's bread and gives it to the dogs ? 

O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou that killest the 
Prophets and stonest them which are sent unto 
thee, how often would I have gathered thy children 
together even as a hen gathereth her chickens under 
her wings, and ye would not ! Behold your house 
is left unto you desolate. 

There are some of us who believe that these 
words are literally true, that the house of 
those who despise the prophets is certain to be 
left desolate. Davidson and Middleton, the one 
about fifty, the other at thirty, threw away their 
lives as not worth living, as impossible to be 
lived, indeed. Two of the finest minds in 
England allowed practically to starve, for that 
is what it comes to : such a thing has never 
happened before even in England. Under 
the old hidebound aristocratic regime of the 
eighteenth century young Chatterton killed him- 
self, and his death was regarded with a certain dis- 
quietude as a portent. But Chatterton was very 
young and stood alone, and the singularity of 
his fate allowed one to pass it over as almost 
accidental. But here we have two distinguished 
men killing themselves after they have proved 
their powers. What does it mean ? 

It means first of all that the present democracy 
judged in the most important of all functions is 
the worst government yet known in England ; 
judged by the highest standard it must be 
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condemned pitilessly, for the first and highest 
object of all governments is to save just these 
extraordinary talents, these " sports " iiom. whom 
all progress comes, and to win from them their 
finest and best fruit. 

The same government and the same people 
that allowed Davidson and Middleton to starve, 
got only a half product from Whistler and 
punished Wilde with savage ferocity, while en- 
nobling mediocrities and millionaires, the dogs 
and the wolves, and wasting a thousand millions 
on the South African War. 

Fancy giving a Judge three thousand pounds 
a year as a life-pension, and allotting Davidson 
a hundred and Middleton nothing ! 



II 



SIR RICHARD BURTON 

RALEIGH, Sir Walter of that ilk, has always 
seemed to me the best representative of 
Elizabethan England ; for he coiild speak and 
act with equal inspiration. He was a gentleman 
and adventurer, a courtier and explorer, a 
captain by sea. and land, equally at home in 
Indian wigwam or English throne-room. A man 
of letters, too, master of a dignified, courtly 
English, who could write on universal history 
to while away the tedium of prison. Raleigh 
touched life at many points, and always with a 
certain mastery ; his advice to his son is that of 
a timorous prudence. " Save money," he says ; 
never " part with a man's best friend," and yet he 
himself as a courtier could squander thousands 
of pounds on new footgear. One of the best 
all-round men in English history was Raleigh, 
though troubled with much serving which, how- 
ever, one feels came naturally to him ; for he 
was always absolutely sceptical as to any after- 
life, and so won a concentrated and uncanny 
understanding of this life and his fellow-men. 
And yet Raleigh perished untimely on a scaffold, 
as if to show that no worldly wisdom can be 
exhaustive, falling to ruin because he could not 
divine the perverse impulses of a sensual pedant. 

163 
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But in spite of the vile ingratitude of James 
and his base betrayal, aristocratic England 
managed to use Walter Raleigh and rewarded 
him, on the whole, handsomely. He played a 
great part even in those spacious days ; was a 
leader of men in Ireland in his youth, a Captain 
of the Queen's Guard in manhood ; and, en- 
nobled and enriched, had his place always among 
the greatest, and at last died as an enemy of 
kings. 

But what would the England of to-day, the 
England of the smug, uneducated Philistine 
tradesmen, make of a Raleigh if they had one ? 
The question and its answer may throw some 
light on our boasted " progress " and the 
astonishingly selfish and self-satisfied present- 
day civilization of till-and-piU. 

Richard Burton I met for the first time in a 
London drawing-room after his return from the 
Gold Coast in the early eighties. His reputation 
was already world-wide — ^the greatest of African 
explorers, the only European who had mastered 
Arabic and Eastern customs so completely that 
he had passed muster as a Mohammedan pilgrim 
and had preached in Mecca as a Mollah. He 
knew a dozen Indian languages, too, it was said, 
and as many more European, besides the chief 
African dialects ; was, in fine, an extraordinary 
scholar and a master of English to boot, a great 
writer. 

I was exceedingly curious, and very glad indeed 
to meet this legendary hero. Burton was in con- 
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ventional evening dress, and yet, as he swung 
round to the introduction, there was an imtamed 
air about him. He was tall, about six feet in 
height, with broad, square shoulders ; he carried 
himself like a young man, in spite of his sixty 
years ; very abrupt in movement. His face was 
bronzed and scarred, and when he wore a heavy 
moustache and no beard he looked like a prize- 
fighter ; the naked, dark eyes — imperious, 
aggressive eyes, not over-friendly ; the heavy 
jaws and prominent hard chin gave him a desper- 
ate air ; but the long beard which he wore in 
later life, concealing the chin and pursed-out lips, 
lent his face a fine, patriarchal expression, sub- 
duing the fierce provocation of it to a sort of 
regal pride and courage. " Untamed " — ^that is 
the word which always recurs when I think of 
Burton. 

I was so curious about so many things in 
regard to him that I hesitated and fumbled, and 
made a bad impression on him ; we soon drifted 
apart — I vexed with myself, he loftily indifferent. 

It was Lovett-Cameron who brought us closer 
together ; a typical sailor and good fellow, he 
had been Burton's companion in Africa and had 
sucked an idolatrous admiration out of the 
intimacy. Burton was his hero ; wiser than 
anyone else, stronger, braver, more masterful, 
more adroit ; he could learn a new language in 
a week, and so forth and so on — ^hero-worship 
lyrical. 

" A Bayard and an Admirable Crichton in 
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one," I remaxked scoffingly. " Human, too," 
he replied seriously, " human and brave as 
Henry of Navarre." 

" Proofs, proofs," I cried. 

" Proofs of courage ! " he exclaimed, " every 
African explorer lives by courage : every day 
war-parties of hostile tribes have to be charmed 
or awed to friendliness ; rebellious servants 
brought to obedience ; wild animals killed, food 
provided — ^all vicissitudes Burton handled as a 
master, and the more difficult and dangerous 
the situation the more certain he was to carry 
it off triumphantly. A great man, I tell you, 
with aU sorts of qualities and powers, and, if you 
followed his lead, the best of ' pals.' 

" No one would believe how kind he is ; he 
nursed me for six weeks through African fever — 
took care of me like a brother. You must know 
Dick : you'll love him." 

Thanks to Cameron, Burton and I met again 
and dined together, and afterwards had a long 
palaver. Burton unbuttoned, and talked as 
only Burton could talk of Damascus and that 
immemorial East ; of India and its super-subtle 
peoples ; of Africa and human life in the raw 
to-day as it was twenty thousand years ago ; 
of Brazil, too, and the dirty smear of Portuguese 
civilization polluting her silvered waterways and 
defiling even the immaculate wild. 

I can still see his piercing eyes and thrill to his 
vivid, pictured speech ; he was irresistible ; as 
Cameron had said, "utterly unconventional." 
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Being very young, I thought him too " bitter," 
almost as contemptuous of his fellows as Carlyle ; 
I did not then realize how tragic-cruel life is to 
extraordinary men. 

Burton was of encyclopaedic reading ; knew 
English poetry and prose astonishingly ; had a 
curious liking for " sabre-cuts of Saxon speech " 
— ^all such words as come hot from life's mint. 
Describing something, I used the phrase, 
"Frighted out of fear." "Fine that," he cried; 
" is it yours ? Where did you get it ? " 

His ethnological appetite for curious customs 
and crimes, for everything singular and savage 
in humanity, was insatiable. A Western American 
lynching yarn held him spell-bound ; a crime 
passionel in Paris intoxicated him, started him 
talking, transfigured him into a magnificent 
story-teller, with intermingled appeals of pathos 
and rollicking fun, camp-fire effects, jets of flame 
against the night. 

His intellectual curiosity was astonishingly 
broad and deep rather than high. He would tell 
stories of Indian philosophy or of perverse negro 
habits of lust and cannibalism, or would listen 
to descriptions of Chinese cruelty and Russian 
self-mutilation till the stars paled out. Catholic 
in his admiration and liking for all greatness, it 
was the abnormalities and not the divinities of 
men that fascinated him. 

Deep down in him lay the despairing gloom 
of utter disbelief. " Unaffected pessimism and 
constitutional melancholy," he notices, " strike 
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deepest root under the brigJitest skies," and this 
pessimistic melancholy was as native to Burton 
as to any Arab of them all. He was thinking of 
himself when he wrote of the Moslem, " He cannot 
but sigh when contemplating the sin and sorrow, 
the pathos and bathos of the world ; and feel 
the pity of it, with its shifts and changes ending 
in nothingness, its scanty happiness, its copious 
misery." Burton's laughter, even, deep-chested 
as it was, had in it something of sadness. 

At heart he was very English ; there was a 
large humanity in him, an imbounded charity 
for the poor and helpless ; a natural magna- 
nimity, too ; "an unconditional forgiveness of 
the direst injuries " he calls " the note of the 
noble." 

His love of freedom was insular and perhaps 
extravagant, showing itself in every smallest 
detail. " My wife makes me wear these wretched 
dress-clothes," he cried one evening. " I hate 
'em — a livery of shame, shame of being yourself. 
Broad arrows would improve 'em," and the 
revolt of disgust flamed in his eyes. 

Like most able, yet fanatical, lovers of liberty, 
he preferred the tyranny of one to the anarchical 
misrule of the many. . " Eastern despotisms," 
he asserts, " have arrived nearer the ideal of 
equality and fraternity than any republic yet 
invented." 

" A master of life and books," I said of him 
afterwards to Cameron, " but at bottom as 
despotic and tameless as an Ai?ab sheikh." 
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Two extracts from his wonderful Arabian 
Nights are needed to give colour to my sketch. 
I make no excuse for quoting them, for they are 
superexcellent English, and in themselves worthy 
of memory. Here is a picture of the desert which 
will rank with Fromentin's best : 

Again I stood under the diaphanous skies, in air 
glorious as ether, whose every breath raises men's spirits 
like sparkling wine. Once more I saw the evening star 
hanging like a solitaire from the pure front of the 
western firmament 4 and the after-glow transfiguring 
and transforming, as by magic, the homely and rugged 
features of the scene into a fairyland lit with a light 
which never shines on other soils or seas. Then would 
appear the woollen tents, low and black, of the true 
Badawin, mere dots in the boundless waste of lion-tawny 
clays and gazelle-brown gravels, and the camp-fire dot- 
ting like a glow-worm the village centre. Presently, 
sweetened by distance, would be heard the wild, weird 
song of lads and lasses, driving, or rather pelting, 
through the gloaming their sheep and goats ; and the 
measured chant of the spearsmen gravely stalking be- 
hind their charge, the camels ; mingled with the bleating 
of the flocks and the bellowing of the humpy herds ; 
while the reremouse flittered overhead with his tiny 
shriek, and the rave of the jackal resoimded through 
deepening glooms, and — ^most musical of music — ^the 
palm trees answered the whispers of the night breeze 
with the softest tones of falling water. 

And here a Rembrandt etching of Burton 
story-telling to Arabs in the desert : 

The sheikhs and " white - beards " of the tribe 
gravely take their places, sitting with outspread skirts 
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like hillocks on the plain, as the Arabs say, around the 
camp-fire, whilst I reward their hospitality and secure 
its continuance by reading or reciting a few pages of 
their favourite tales. The women and children stand 
motionless as silhouettes outside the ring ; and all are 
breathless with attention ; they seem to drink in the 
words with eyes and mouth as well as with ears. The 
most fantastic flights of fancy, the wildest improbabili- 
ties, the most impossible of impossibilities appear to 
them utterly natural, mere matters of everyday occur- 
rence. They enter thoroughly into each phase of feeling 
touched upon by the author ; they take a personal pride 
in the chivalrous nature and knightly prowess of Tajal- 
Muluk ; they are touched with tenderness by the ^elf- 
sacrificing love of Azizah ; their mouths water as they 
hear qf heaps of untold gold given away in largesse like 
clay ; they chuckle with delight every time a Kazi or a 
Fakir — a judge or a reverend — ^is scurvrly entreated by 
some Pantagrudist of the wilderness ; and, despite their 
normal solemnity and impassibility, all roar with 
laughter, sometimes rolling upon the ground till the 
reader's gravity is sorely tried, at the tales of the garru- 
lous Barber and of Ali and the Kurdish sharper. To 
this magnetizing mood the sole exception is when a 
Badawi of superior accomplishments, who sometimes 
says his prayers, ejaculates a startling " Astaghfaru'llah" 
— I pray Allah's pardon — ^for listening to light mention 
of the sex whose name is never heard amongst the 
nobility of the desert. 

Even when I only knew him thus as a great 
writer I touched the tragedy of his hfe un- 
wittingly more than once. I had heard that he 
had come to grief as Consul in Damascus — Jews 
there claiming to be British subjects in order to 
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escape Mohammedan justice, and when thwarted 
stirring up their powerful compatriots in London 
to petition for his recall ; his superior, too, at 
Beyrout dead against him — eventually he was 
recalled, some said dismissed. I felt sure he had 
been in the right. " Won't you tell me about 
it ? " I asked. 

" The story's too long, too intricate," he cried. 
" Besides, the Foreign Office admitted I was 
right. ..." 

When I pressed for details, he replied : 

" Do you remember the cage at Loches, in 
which an ordinary man could not stand upright 
or lie at ease, and so was done to death slowly 
by constraint ? Places under our Government 
to-day are cages like that to all men above the 
average size." 

We could not use Burton ; we could only maim 
him. 

All Englishmen are so inclined to overpraise 
the men of past times and underrate their con- 
temporaries that many have been astonished at 
my comparing Burton with Raleigh. But, in 
truth, both in speech and action Burton was 
the greater man. He was a more daring 
and a more successful explorer ; an infinitely 
better scholar, with intimate knowledge of a 
dozen worlds which Raleigh knew nothing about, 
a greater writer, too, and a more dominant, 
irresistible personality. Young Lord Pembroke 
once slapped Raleigh's face ; no sane man would 
have thought of striking Burton. Aristocratic 



SIR RICHAKD BURTON 171 

Elizabethan England, however, could honour 
Raleigh and put him to noble use, whereas 
Victorian England could find no place for Richard 
Burton and could win no service from him. 
Think of it ! Buxton knew the Near East better 
than any Westerner has ever known it ; he was 
a master of literary Arabic and of the dialects 
spoken in Egypt and the Soudan. Moreover, as 
he himself puts it modestly, " the accidents of 
my life, my long dealings with Arabs and other 
Mohammedans and my familiarity not only with 
their idiom, but with their turn of thought and 
with that racial individuality which baffles 
description " made Burton an ideal ruler for a 
Mohammedan people. He was already employed 
under the Foreign Office. And yet when we took 
Egypt we sent Lord Dufferin to govern it, and 
tossed a small consular post to Richard Burton 
as a bone to a dog. Dufferin knew no Arabic, 
and nothing about Egypt. Burton knew more 
than anyone else on earth about both, and was 
besides a thousand times abler than the chatter- 
ing, charming Irish peer. Yet Dufferin was 
preferred before him. Deliberately I say that 
all our mistakes in Egypt— and they are as 
numerous and as abominable as years of needless 
war have ever produced — came from this one 
blunder. This sin England is committing every 
day, the sin of neglecting the able and true man 
and preferring to him the unfit and second-rate, 
and therefore negligible, man ; it is the worst of 
crimes in a ruling caste, the sin against the Holy 
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Spirit, the sin once thought unfor^vable. No 
wonder Burton wrote that the " crass ignorance " 
(of England) " concerning the Oriental peoples 
which should most interest her, exposes her to 
the contempt of Europe as well as of the Eastern 
World." No wonder he condemned " the re- 
grettable raids of '83-'84," and " the miserable 
attacks at Tokar, Teb, and Tamasi " upon the 
" gallant negroids who were battling for the 
holy cause of liberty and religion and for escape 
from Turkish task-masters and Egyptian tax- 
gatherers," and concludes with heartfelt con- 
tempt there was " not an English official in 
camp . . . capable of speaking Arabic." 

Gladstone appointed Dufferin ; Gladstone sent 
Gordon to the Soudan at the dictation of a 
journalist as ignorant as himself ! Gladstone, 
too, appointed Cromer, and after Tokar and Teb 
we had the atrocious, shameful revenge on the 
Mahdi's remains and the barbarous murders of 
Denshawi ; and a thousand thousand unknown 
tragedies besides, all because England's rulers 
are incapable of using her wisest sons and are 
determined to pin their faith to mediocrities — 
like choosing like with penguin gravity. 

" England," says Burton, " has forgotten, 
apparently, that she is at present the greatest 
Mohammedan empire in the world, and in her 
Civil Service examinations she insists on a 
smattering of Greek and Latin rather than a 
knowledge of Arabic." Here is what Burton 
thought about the English Civil Service ; every 
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word of it true still, and every word memor- 
able : 

In our day, when we live under a despotism of the 
lower " middle-class " who can pardon anything but 
superiority, the prizes of competitive service are monopo- 
lized by certain " pets " of the Mediocratie, and prime 
favourites of that jealous and potent naajority — ^the 
Mediocrities who know " no nonsense about merit." It 
is hard for an outsider to realize how perfect is the 
monopoly of commonplace, and to comprehend how 
fatal a stumbling-stone that man sets in the way of his 
own advancement who dares to think for himself, or 
who thinks more or who does more than the mob of 
gentlemen'-employees who know very little and do even 
less. " He knows too much " is the direst obstacle to 
official advancement in England — ^it would be no objec- 
tion in France ; and in Germany, Russia, and Italy, the 
three rising Powers of Europe, it would be a valid claim 
for promotion. But, unfortimately for England, the rule 
and government of the country have long been, and still 
are, in the hands of a corporation, a clique, which may 
be described as salaried, permanent and irresponsible 
clerks, the power which administers behind the Minister. 
They rule and misrule ; nor is there one man in a 
million who, like the late Mr. Fawcett, when taking 
Ministerial charge, dares to think and act for himself 
and to emancipate himself from the ignoble tyranny of 
"the office." 

With all its faults the English Civil Service is 
better than our Parliamentary masters. Like fish, 
a State first goes bad at the head. Burton used 
to tell how he came home and offered all East 
Africa to Lord Salisbury. He had concluded 
treaties with all the chiefs ; no other Power 
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was interested or would have objected. But Lord 
Salisbury refused the gift. " Is Zanzibar an 
island ? " he exclaimed in wonder, and " Is 
East Africa worth anything ? " So we allowed 
the Germans twenty years later to come in and 
cut " the wasp's waist " and bar our way from 
the Cape to Cairo. 

England wasted Burton — wasted him shame- 
fully, and has already paid millions of money, 
to say nothing of far more precious things (some 
of them beyond price), for her stupidity, and 
England's account with Egypt is still all on the 
wrong side — stands, indeed, worse than ever, 
I imagine ; for Egypt is now bitterly contemp- 
tuous pf English rule. Egypt is a source of 
weakness to England therefore, and not a source 
and fount of strength, as she would have been 
from the beginning if the old Parliamentary 
rhetor had had eyes as well as tongue, and had set 
Burton to do the work of teaching, organizing, 
and guiding which your Dufferins, Cromers, 
Kitcheners and the rest are incapable even of 
imagining. 

The worst of it is that Burton has left no 
successor. Had he been appointed he would 
have seen to this, one may be svire ; would have 
estabUshed a great school of Arabic learning in 
Cairo, and trained a staff of Civil Servants who 
would have gladly acquired at least the elements 
of their work — men who would not only have 
known Arabic, but the ablest natives, and so have 
availed themselves of a little better knowledge 



SIR RICHARD BURTON 175 

than their own. But, alas ! the chance has been 
lost, and unless something is done soon Egypt 
will be England's worst failure, worse even than 
India or Ireland. 

But I must return to Burton. I should like 
to tell of an evening I spent with him when 
Lord Lytton was present. Lytton had been 
Viceroy of India, the first and only Viceroy who 
ever understood his own infinite unfitness for 
the post. 

" I only stayed in India," he used to say, " to 
prevent them sending out an even worse man." 

I asked him afterwards why he didn't recom- 
mend Burton for the post ; for he knew some- 
thing of Burton's quality. 

" They'd never send him," he cried, with un- 
conscious snobbery. " He's not got the title or 
position ; besides, he'd be too independent. 
My God, how he'd kick over the traces and upset 
the cart ! " 

The eternal dread and dislike of genius ! And 
yet that very evening Burton had shown qualities 
of prudence and wisdom far beyond Lytton's 
comprehension. 

But I must hasten. I found myself in Venice 
once with time on my hands, when I suddenly 
remembered that across the sea at Trieste was 
a man who would^^always make a meeting 
memorable. I took the next steamer and called 
on Burton. I found the desert lion dying of the 
cage ; dying of disappointment and neglect ; 
dying because there was no field for the exercise 
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of his superlative abilities ; dying because the 
soul in him could find nothing to live on in 
Trieste. In spite of his talent for literature, in 
spite of his extraordinary gift of speech, Burton 
was at bottom a man of action, a great leader, 
a still greater governor of men. 

While out walking one afternoon we stopped 
at a little cafe, and I had an object-lesson in 
Burton's mastery of life. His German was quite 
good, but nothing like his Italian. He seemed 
to know the people of the inn and every one 
about by intuition, and in a few minutes had 
won their confidence and admiration. For half 
an hour he talked to a delighted audience in 
Dante's speech, jewelled with phrases from the 
great Florentine himself. As we walked back 
to his house he suddenly cried to me : 

" Make some excuse and take me out to-night ; 
if I don't get out I shall go mad. ..." 

We had a great night — Burton giving pictures 
of his own life ; telling of his youth in the Indian 
Army when he wandered about among the 
natives disguised as a native (I have always 
thought of him as the original of Kipling's 
" Strickland "). His fellow-officers, of course, 
hated his superiority : called him in derision 
" the white nigger " ; Burton laughed at it all, 
fully compensated, he said, for their hatred by 
the love and admiration of Sir Charles Napier 
{Peccavi, " I have Scinde," Napier), hero meeting 
hero. It was to Napier, and at Napier's request, 
that he sent the famous " report " which, falling 
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into secretarial hands, put an end to any chance 
of Burton's advancement in India— -the tragedy 
again and again repeated of a great life maimed 
and marred by envious, eyeless mediocrities. 
What might have been, what would have been 
had he been given power — a new earth if not a 
new heaven — ^the theme of his inspired narration. 

I got him to talk, too, about The Scented 
Garden, which he had been working at for some 
time. Lady Burton afterwards burnt this book, 
it will be remembered, together with his priceless 
diaries, out of sheer prudery. He told me (what 
I had already guessed) that the freedom of 
speech he used, he used deliberately, not to 
shock England, but to teach England that only 
by absolute freedom of speech and thought could 
she ever Come to be worthy of her heritage. 

" But I'm afraid it's too late," he added ; 
" England's going to some great defeat ; she's 
wedded to lies and mediocrities." . . . He got 
bitter again, and I wished to turn his thoughts. 

" Which would you reaUy have preferred to 
be," I probed, " Viceroy of India or Consul- 
General of Egypt ? " 

" Egypt, Egypt ! " he cried, starting up. 
" Egypt ! In India I should have had the 
English Civil Servants to deal with — -the Jangali, 
or savages, as their Hindu fellow-subjects call 
them — and English prejudices, English formali- 
ties, English stupidity, English ignorance. They 
would have killed me in India, thwarted me, 
fought me, intrigued against me, murdered me. 

12 
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But in Egypt I could have made my own Civil 
servants, picked them out, and trained thena. 
I could have had natives, too, to help. Ah, 
what a chance ! 

" I know Arabic better than I know Hindi. 
Arabic is my native tongue ; I know it as weU 
as I know English. I know the Arab nature. 
The Mahdi business could have been settled 
without striking a blow. If Gordon had known 
Arabic well, spoken it as a master, he would have 
won the Mahdi to friendship. To govern well you 
must know a people — know their feelings, love 
their dreams and aspirations. What did Dufferin 
know of Egypt ? Poor Dufferin, what did he 
even know of Dufferin ? And Cromer's devoid 
of Dufferin's amiability ! " 

The cold words do him wrong, give no hint of 
the flame and force of his disappointment ; but 
I can never forget the bitter sadness of it : 
" England finds nothing for me to do, makes me 
an ofl&ce-boy, exiles me here on a pittance." 
The caged lion ! 

I have always thought that these two men, 
Carlyle and Burton, were the two greatest 
governors ever given to England. The one for 
England herself, and as an example to the world 
of the way to turn a feudal, chivalrous State into 
a great modern industrial State ; the other the 
best possible governor of Mohammedan peoples 
— two more prophets whom England did not 
stone, did not even take the trouble to listen to. 
She is still paying, as I have said, somewhat 
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dearly for her adders' ears, and must yet pay 
still more dearly. 

I hare found fault with Carlyle because he 
was a Puritan, deaf to music, blind to beauty. 
Burton went to the other extreme : he was a 
sensualist of extravagant appetites, learned in 
every Eastern and savage vice. His coarse, 
heavy, protruding lips were to me sufficient 
explanation of the pornographic learning of his 
Arabian Nights. And when age came upon him ; 
though a quarter of what he was accustomed to eat 
in his prime would have kept him in perfect health, 
he yielded to the habitual desire and suffered 
agonies with indigestion, dying, indeed, in a fit 
of dyspepsia brought on by over-eating. And 
with these untamed appetites and desires he was 
curiously sceptical and practical; his curiosity 
all limited to this world, which accounts to me 
for his infernal pedantry. He never seemed to 
realize that wisdom has nothing to do with 
knowledge, literature nothing to do with learn- 
ing. Knowledge and learning, facts, are but the 
raw food of experience, and literature is con- 
cerned only with human experience. A child of 
the mystical East, a master of that Semitic 
thought which has produced the greatest re- 
ligions, Burton was astoundingly matter-of-fact. 
There was no touch of the visionary in him — 
the curious analogies everywhere discoverable of 
things disparate, the chemical reactions of pas- 
sion, the astounding agreement between mathe- 
matical formulae and the laws of love and hatred. 



180 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

the myriad provoking hints, like eyes glinting 
through a veil, that tempt the poet to dreaming, 
the artist to belief, were all lost on Burton. He 
was a master of this life and cared nothing 
for any other ; his disbelief was curiously em- 
phatic. He wrote : 

The shivered clock again shall strike, the broken reed shall 

pipe again, 
But we, we die, and Death is one, the doom of Brutes, the 

doom of Men. 

But, with all his limitations and all his short- 
comings, Burton's place was an Eastern throne 
and not the ignoble routine of a petty Consular 
office. 



GEORGE MEREDITH 

THE publication of Meredith's letters has 
been a literary event : they appear to have 
surprised the general public and touched it to 
unwonted regret. In a peculiar way, they have 
s^ the seal upon a reputation which has been 
growing now for over sixty years, since the 
appearance indeed of his first novels and poems. 
Fifty years ago Carlyle noticed his work, and 
his fame widened with every book, took on a 
ring, so to speak, every year, and grew slowly as 
trees grow which are destined to last for centuries. 
In the eighties, when Meredith was well over fifty, 
the younger generation began to speak of him 
with reverence ; to us he stood with Browning 
and Swinburne among the Immortals : but 
Btowning lived a life apart and held himself 
aloof from men of letters and journalists ; while 
Swinburne showed every now and then a 
vehemence of anger and a deplorable extrava- 
gance of speech which made one almost ashamed 
of even his generous and clear-sighted judgments. 
Those of us who had the honour and the delight 
of knowing Meredith personally had seldom 
anything to forgive him ; we knew that he was 
not only one of the greatest of English letter- 

i8i 
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writers, not only a splendid creative artist and 
poet, but something more even than that: a 
most noble and inspiring personality, perhaps the 
widest and deepest mind born in England since 
Shakespeare. 

I could give many instances of his generosity 
and sympathy, the eagerness with which he 
championed any cause or person that seemed to 
him worthy, or merely in need of help ; but I 
must content myself with one, and thus pay a 
personal debt. 

Shortly after I was appointed editor of The 
Fortnightly I wrote my first short stories, and, as 
some friends spoke well of them, I showed them 
to Frederic Chapman, the managing director of 
Chapman and Hall, who controlled the review. 
He thought them good, and wished me to publish 
them : accordingly, I published The Modern 
Idyll in The Fortnightly. It wa^s bitterly attacked 
by the unco' guid : the Rev. Newman Hall wrote 
a furious letter about it, and, to my amazement. 
The Spectator, for which I had written for years, 
joined in the hue and cry with peculiar malevo- 
lence. The result was that the directors of 
Chapman and Hall met and instructed me not to 
insert any more of my stories in the review. I 
saw them, and, without giving Frederic Chapman 
away, told them what I thought of their literary 
judgment and handed them my resignation. 
Frederic Chapman begged me to reconsider the 
matter, but I was obstinate. A day or two 
afterwards Chapman came to me and told me 
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that Meredith was in his room, and that he was 
praising my story enthusiastically : " Would I 
come across and see him ? " 

I was naturally eager to see the king of con- 
temporary writers, and jumped at the oppor- 
tunity. As Meredith got up from the arm-chair 
to greet me, I was astonished by the Greek 
bciajity of his face set off by wavy silver hair 
and the extraordinary vivacity of ever-changing 
expression, astonished, too, by the high, loud 
voice which he used in ordinary conversation, 
and by the quick-glancing eyes which never 
seemed to rest for a moment on any object, but 
flitted about curiously like a child's. The bright 
quick eyes seemed to explain Meredith's style 
to me, and give the key to his mind. The good 
fairies had dowered this man at birth with a 
profusion of contradictory gifts : beauty of face 
and strength of body and piercing intelligence ; 
they gave him artistic perceptions as well as 
high courage; generosity and sweetness of soul 
together with great self-control — ^all the en- 
thusiasms and idealisms, and yet both feet 
steadfast on Mother Earth in excellent balance. 
But the bad fairy, who couldn't prevent him 
seeing everything, could hinder him from dwelling 
patiently on insignificant things, or what seemed 
insignificant to him ; the eyes flitted hither and 
thither butterfly fashion, and the style danced 
about for vaijity's sake to keep the eyes company. 

But at the moment I was more impressed by 
the kindly humanity of the man than even by 
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his genius. As soon as he heard what had 
happened he declared he would see the directors 
himself ; " Perhaps they will listen to me," he 
cried, with friendliest interest ; " they mustn't 
be allowed to stand in our light," he added, with 
a humorous twinkle. Frederic Chapman told me 
afterwards that Meredith came up to London on 
purpose to speak for me to the directors, and 
soon induced them to recall their insulting 
notice. 

I am proud to put on record this instance of 
Meredith's kindness to an unknown stranger, 
for such human sympathy is rare indeed among 
English writers. So far as I know, Meredith was 
the only man of his generation who took the high 
responsibilities of genius seriously : an uncrowned 
king, he never forgot that sympathetic kindness 
to juniors and inferiors was a duty of his position. 

I could fill a book with instances of his generous 
appreciations and helpful kindness : but I cannot 
resist the temptation to reproduce the end of 
one of his letters to me just to give an idea of 
the familiar charm and sweet-natured tact 
of his friendship. He had written asking me 
why I hadn't brought out a book which had been 
announced. The public, I replied, didn't care 
for my work, and the illiterate prudery of the 
Press was revolting. He wrote at once calling 
on me to pay no attention to the malice of 
journalists or the religiosity of the feeble-minded. 
The letter was in the strain of Mary Coleridge's 
famous verse : 



GEORGE MEREDITH 185 

Narrow not thy walk to keep 
Pace with those who, half asleep, 
Judge thee now. . . . 

and it ended with the encouragement of his own 
example : 

" I am an old offender before the public. There were 
meetings at Book Clubs headed by clergy over the 
comitry to denoimce B. Feverel as an immoral pro- 
duction. The good beast is doubtful of the smell of me 
still, and, as I am not guided by his opinion, you must 
take the fact to weigh in the scales against my judgment. 

" Yours ever, 

"George Meredith." 

Again and again he cheered younger ones to 
the work, and whenever anybody wrote to him 
he answered at once and always with the en- 
thusiasm that regards difficulties as rungs of the 
ladder. One might have thought he had nothing 
else to do but play good Samaritan and encourage 
the faint-hearted. 

His own courage was of the finest. In 1896 he 
wrote to me that he had come up to London for 
an operation. A foolish fear seized me : I 
realized what it would mean to lose him. I called 
at once and found him in bed laughing and 
chatting with friends who had come to see him. 
Evidently he was ready and willing to face the 
worst. No need even for resolution : he had 
accustomed himself to look upon the Arch-Fear 
as a friend. Nothing finer could be imagined or 
wished : " Science has abolished pain," he said 
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gaily, " and with pain even the need of steeling 
oneself : the doctors have madfe the ford easy, 
we can't even feel the chill of the water." It was 
good to meet the old hero and find him superior 
to his fate, light-hearted indeed, knowing that, 
whatever happened, he had " put up " a great 
fight and won many a victory. 

Now and again, however, little disappoint- 
ments came to show me he was human. 

Talking one day about his French Odes, which 
I admired, " Aylwin " was mentioned, and to 
my amazement he praised parts of it. That he 
shotdd even have been able to read the drivel 
made me gasp : but Theodore Watts-Dunton 
as a writer for The Aihenceum had a certain 
influence : the question imposed itself : did 
Meredith care then for popularity ? Yet I had 
only to get on a larger subject with him to find 
at once the imperial sweep of mind, like a broad 
landscape on the downs when you can see over 
the hills the wide expanse of sea meeting the 
reach of sky. It is curious that the little 
weaknesses, even the faults of those we love, do 
not touch our affection or even diminish our 
reverence. Often indeed they make the character 
dearer to us, more human, more lovable. 

But there are differences of opinion which go 
deeper, and after ten years' friendship I was at 
length to meet one of these in Meredith. 

The incident may be put on record, though it 
stands alone, because every close reader of his 
works, and especially of his poetry, will admit 
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that it was eminently characteristic. All the 
world knows that Oscar Wilde was sentenced to 
two years' imprisonment with hard labom- ; but 
very few have heard that this punishment had 
been previously condemned as inhuman by a 
Royal Commission. Acting on the suggestion of 
the Commission that the frightful sentence should 
always be mitigated, I got up a petition for the 
remission of part of the term. I was informed 
on good authority that if Meredith headed the 
petition and I could get half a dozen other men 
of letters to support the request, the Government 
would grant it without further to do. I jumped 
at the chance, feeling sure I had only to ask 
Meredith to get his consent ; but to my astonish- 
ment he replied that he couldn't do as I wished, 
and when I pressed him to let me see him on the 
matter, he answered that he would rather not 
meet me for such a purpose as his mind was made 
up. I was simply dumbfounded, and at a 
complete loss. I knew it was not courage that 
was lacking, or want of imagination : what could 
be the reason ? When I turned elsewhere and 
failed I was not astonished ; how could I be 
angry with the sheep when the bell-wether had 
played false ? 

A little later I made it my business to meet 
Meredith as if by chance and have it out with 
him. To my amazement he defended his want 
of sympathy : abnormal sensuality in a leader 
of men, he said, was a crime, and should be 
punished with severity. Again and again he 
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repeated that all greatness was based on morality, 
that immorality, and a fortiori abnormal im- 
morality, was a proof of degeneracy ; Wilde was 
" an arrested development " ; he became em- 
phatic, loud, rhetorical. On the other hand, I 
argued that abnormal vice was a monomania 
and should be treated as a mental aberration : 
it wasn't catching ; one didn't punish cripples, 
and so on. He wouldn't listen ; as he had said, 
his mind was made up, and I had at length to 
accept the fact that a hero could allow the 
maimed and deformed on his own side to be 
tortured by the enemy. 

It has since been pointed out to me that 
Meredith's poems discover the same relentless, 
stoic severity ; but the explanation did not 
interest me greatly. Meredith as a leader of 
thought and men died for me then, and my 
sorrow was embittered with impatient disdain. 
The foremost Englishman of his time in twenty 
centuries had not climbed to the Christ height. 

There is something to be said in his excuse : 
though not much. He had a poor opinion of 
Oscar Wilde's writings, he would not hear of 
placing him in the front rank ; he was a poseur 
he said. Wilde had laughed at his obscurity and 
tortuous style in one of his Essays ; but I was 
convinced that that circumstance had nothing 
consciously to do with Meredith's attitude. 
Meredith was so noble and lovable that no 
mean suspicion could attach to his mis judg- 
ment. 
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The truth is, he had scant appreciation for 
Wilde's extraordinary sweetness of nature and 
exquisite sunny humour ; probably he had never 
known him at all intimately. But to me the 
fact remained that he had defended the savage 
punishment of a man of genius when punishment 
was wholly indefensible. 

For some time I had no further communication 
with him : I could not even write to him : I 
should have had to probe the wound : why did 
he act so ? How could he ? I couldn't think of 
" the great refusal " dispassionately. 

A little later Meredith gave me another shock 
of surprise and disappointment, followed by 
just as impatient and certain condemnation. 
In the South African dispute he persisted in 
saying that there were faults on both sides. 
While admitting that the war was unnecessary 
and that the British were chiefly to blame, he 
proposed coolly that Johannesburg and the 
mines should be taken from the Boers. The 
other day when the Hon. Alfred Lyttelton died, 
it was said of him in eulogy that he was an ideal 
Englishman, who always held with " his own 
people, right or wrong." It really seems as if 
Englishmen are fated to be insular, and provin- 
cial even, whenever their own country is con- 
cerned. Meredith saw certain virtues of stubborn 
manfulness in the Boers ; but he had no right 
notion of them in relation to the British emi- 
grants and the future of South Africa, no 
realization of the fact that foreign miners can 
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hardly be regarded as settlers, and that German 
Jew financiers are not apt to be good rulers. 

He took it for granted that the Boers mal- 
treated the Kafirs, and that their civilization 
was far lower than ours. When I asked him to 
protest against the dreadful mortality in the 
Concentration Camps, he told me that he didn't 
believe the mortality could be lessened. He 
protested, it is true, in the Daily News and 
elsewhere against some of the worst excesses 
of the British during the war ; but he seemed 
to have no idea that the burning of peaceable 
farmhouses was barbarous, and that no civilized 
people except the British had been guilty of 
such a crime in the last hiuidred years. The 
awful mortality in the Concentration Camps 
cannot be explained away, and the whole policy 
remains as a blot on the English name. 

But it was impossible to be angry with Mere- 
dith for long. His faults were so manifestly 
faults due to his birth and training that one 
simply had to forgive and forget them. It is 
almost impossible for an Englishman to reach the 
impartiality frequently shown by distinguished 
men of other races. It may, of course, be argued 
that the strength and success of the English 
come from just this inability to see a foreigner's 
point of view and sympathize with it. But the 
Romans tried patriotism instead of humanity 
and found it fail them, and it may be that the 
British will yet come to grief for the same reason. 

However that may be, the fact is that in the 
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South African War no Englishman of note, with 
the possible exception of Mr. Frederic Harrison, 
was at all able to judge events impartially, and 
he was imperfectly acquainted with the Boers 
and their desires. 

It is scarcely possible to hope that any man 
will always rise superior to the prejudices of his 
race and upbringing. In nine cases out of ten 
Meredith stood for the right, even when the 
right was unpopular. 

At the very commencement of the agitation 
for Women's Suffrage he struck in for the women 
and their demands in whole-hearted fashion. 
His shortcomings even were not shortcomings of 
character or of courage. 

About this time, at seventy-four or five years 
of age, he began to talk as if his work were done 
and the account settled. But later still I met 
him again, and found his mind as vivacious as 
it was twenty years before. In particular I 
remember one afternoon above his house on 
Box Hill when he was being driven in his little 
donkey-chair. I went over and spoke to him 
and found him the same as ever, as friendly and 
affectionate, and just as clear-sighted as in the 
earlier days. 

His letters show one that up to the very end 
his intellect was as keen, his perception as fine, 
and his judgment as sure as ever. They contain, 
indeed, the finest criticism in the language. 
Here is how he ranks himself : 

Men to whom I bow my head (Shakespeare, Goethe, 
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and, in their way, Molifere, Cervantes) are Realists 
au fond. But they have the broad arms of Idealism at 
command. They give us Earth ; but it is earth with an 
atmosphere. 

And here is Victor Hugo judged by a master : 

On re-reading V. Hugo's Les Cymbaliers du Roi I am 
confirmed in a cloyed sensation I &st experienced. The 
alliteration is really so persistent that the ears feel as if 
they had been horribly drummed on. Power of narra- 
tive, I see. Mimetic power of a wonderful kind and flow 
of verse also extraordinary. I am not touched by any 
new music in it. I do not find any comprehension of 
human nature, or observation, or sympathy with it. 
I perceive none of the subtleties, deep but imobtrusive, 
that show that a mind has travelled. Great windy 
phrases, and what I must term (for they so hit my sense) 
encaustic imageries, do not satisfy me any longer, 
though I remember a period when they did. . . , 

The article on the Travailleurs dela Mer is Morley's. 
I think it scarcely does justice to the miraculous 
descriptive power. The Storm is amazing : I have 
never read anything like it. It is next to Nature in force 
and vividness. Hugo rolls the sea and sweeps the 
heavens ; the elements are in his hands. He is the 
largest son of his mother earth in this time present. 
Magnificent in conception, unsurpassed— leagues beyond 
us all — ^in execution. Not {nur Schade !) a philosopher. 
There's the pity. With a philosophic brain, as well as 
his marvellous poetic energy, he would stand in the front 
rank of glorious men for ever. 

This word about Enghsh prose hits the centre : 

The prose in Shakespeare and in Congreve is perfect. 
Apart from drama. Swift is a great exemplar ; Boling- 
,broke, and in his mild tea-table way, Addison, follow. 
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Johnson and Macaulay wielded bludgeons ; they had 
not the strength that can be supple. 

And the masters of his own time are judged 
with the same lofty understanding : 

I can hardly say I think Tennyson deserves well of 
us ; he is a real singer, and he sings this mild fluency to 
this great length. Malory's Mdrte d' Arthur is prefer- 
able. Fancy one affecting the great poet and giving 
himself up (in our days — ^he must have lost the key of 
them) to such dandiacal fluting. . . . The praises of the 
book shut me away from my fellows. To be sure, there's 
the magnificent " Lucretius." . . . 

I return Ruskin's letter, a characteristic one. It is 
the spirituality of Carlyle that charms him. What he 
says of Tennyson I too thought in my boy's days— that 
is, before I began to think : Tennyson has many spiritual 
indications, but no philosophy, and philosophy is the 
palace of thought. 

In another letter he writes with proper disdain 
of Ruskin's " monstrous assumption of wisdom." 
His judgment of Carlyle paints the man : 

He was the greatest of the Britons of his time — and 
after the British fashion of not coming near perfection ; 
Titanic, not Olympian ; a heaver of rocks, not a shaper. 
But if he did no perfect work, he had lightning's power 
to strike out marvellous pictures and reach to the inmost 
of men with a phrase. ... 

In reading Carlyle, bear in mind that he is a humorist. 
The insolence offensive to you is part of his humour. 
He means what he says, but only as far as a humorist 
can mean what he says. See the difference between him 
and Emerson, who is, on the contrary, a philosopher. 
The humorist, notwithstanding, has much truth to back 

13 
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him. Swim on his pages, take his poetry and fine grisly 
laughter, his manliness, together with some splendid 
teaching. I don't agree with Cariyle a bit — ^but I do 
enjoy him. 

And this superb defence of the Good and True 
in the shape of advice to his son : 

The Bible is outspoken upon facts, and rightly. It 
is because the world is stupidly shamefaced that it can- 
not come into contact with the Bible without convul- 
sions. I agree that the Book should be read out, for 
Society is a hypocrite, and I would acconunodate her in 
nothing : though for the principle of Society I hold that 
men should be ready to lay down their lives. Belief in 
religion ha* done and does this good to the young ; it 
floats them through the perilous period when the appe- 
tites most need control and transmutation. If you have 
not the belief, set yourself to love virtue by under- 
standing that it is your best guide, both as to what is 
due to others, and what is for your positive personal 
good. If your mind honestly rejects it, you must call 
on your mind to supply its place from your own re- 
sources. Otherwise you will have only half done your 
work, and that is mischievous. You know how Socrates 
loved truth. Truth and virtue are one. Look for the 
truth in everything, and follow it, and you will then be 
living justly before God. Let nothing flout your sense 
of a Supreme Being, and be certain that your xmder- 
standing wavers whenever you chance to doubt that He 
leads to good. We grow to good as surely as the plant 
grows to the light. 

Again and again these letters show flashes of 
Shakespearean insight : all his letters to Lady 
Ulrica Duncombe (and most especially his letter 
in defence of the sensual passion of his own 
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Diana of the Crossways) are quite extraordinary. 
He sees that Lady IJlricaj like most English 
women, " is kindled more martially than amor- 
ously ; not so much softened as elevated." He 
talks superbly of woman's coxu-age as " elastic," 
subject to ups and downs, that is ; but always 
finding strength again in her affections ; he will 
not have man or woman condemned rigorously 
for a sensual slip ; he would have marriage 
modified, shocked England indeed by proposing 
to legalize marriage with a time limit, say of ten 
years : declared against himself that "it is not 
wholesome even for great men to be adored while 
they breathe"; deplored the fact that "the 
English don't want their novels to be thoughtful, 
the characters to be deeply studied," positively 
preferring conventional surface sketches : and 
a propos of something in the South African War 
he tells his countrymen that " their apathy to 
their evil deeds is not only a crime, but per- 
ceptibly written by history as the cause of 
national disaster " : on every page indeed he 
shows, to use his own phrase, " a mind that has 
travelled." 

When seventy-seven years of age he concluded 
that " England has little criticism beyond the 
expression of personal likes or dislikes, the stout 
vindication of an old conservatism of taste"; 
and he adds, " I have seen many reviews, not 
one criticism of my books in prose or verse." 
Was there ever such a condemnation of English 
men of letters ? 



196 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

The last letter is on the same high level. It 
was called forth by the death of Swinburne, and 
is boyishly enthusiastic : 

" Song was his natural voice. He was the 
greatest of our lyrical poets — of the world I 
could say, considering what a language he had 
to wield." But many years before he had put 
his finger on the poet's weakness : 

Swinburne is not subtle ; and I don't see any internal 
centre from which springs anything that he does. He 
will make a great name, but whether he is to distinguish 
himself solidly as an artist I would not willingly prog- 
nosticate. 

No greatness seemed to escape him ; his 
judgments even of Russian writers show the 
same intuitive appreciation. 

It was characteristic of him, I think, that he 
underrated German literature ; probably because 
it is a little weak in the romantic and heroic 
elements he most prized. But he would have 
praised the " Nibelungen Lied "' and the poems 
of Wolfram von Eschenbach had he been called 
upon to judge them. 

Take him for all in all there is no greater figure 
in English literatru-e, except Shakespeare him- 
self ; in spite of his imperfect accomplishment 
Meredith must rank with Emerson and Blake 
among our noblest. I do not care much for his 
novels, one can get his mind better through his 
poems, and best of all through his letters. But 
certain of his poems will live as long as the 
language, and there are pages of his novels, such 
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as the love-idyll in Richard Feverel, that are of 
the same quality. Here is a short poem almost 
as fine as Goethe's best : 

Dirge in Woods 

A wind sways the pines 

And below 
Not a breath of wild air ; 
Still as the mosses that glow 
On the flooring and over ths lines 
Of the roots here and there. 
The pine tree drops its dead ; 
They are quiet as under the sea. 
Overhead, overhead 
Rushes life in a race, 
As the clouds the clouds chase ; 

And we go. 
And we drop like the fruits of the tree. 
Even we. 
Even so. 

I have given his written judgments of his 
literary contemporaries at some length because 
they show, I think, the ripest critical faculty to 
be found in any literature. This man, one would 
say, had the widest, fairest mind imaginable : 
it fails nowhere. If one compares him with the 
best critics so called, his superiority is astound- 
ing : matched with him the Hazlitts and Sainte- 
Beuves are pigmies. Swinburne always over- 
shoots the mark in praise or blame : Matthew 
Arnold is snobbish, and petty and hidebound : 
Emerson is puritanical ; even Goethe hasn't the 
subtle sureness of appreciation, the vivid painting 
phrases. Shakespeare alone has the same 
imperial vision and magic of expression. 
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These Letters give me the same sense of fullness 
as Meredith's wonderful talk ; I have often 
come away from him feeling that on everything 
we had discussed his judgment was final. I have 
never met so fine a mind ; so good a mirror ; 
were it not for that harshness of moral condem- 
nation of which I have given an instance, and 
that bias of passionate patriotism, I should have 
said that in Meredith, as in Shakespeare, one 
touched the zenith of humanity. Only in these 
points it seemed to me did he fall short of the 
ideal. In virile virtues he was better endowed 
than Shakespeare : he had loved passionately, 
but had not lost himself in passion : he had 
fought again and again for unpopular causes and 
had stood against the world for the Right with 
heroic courage : he had accepted all the condi- 
tions of life without mur'mur or complaint, and 
had triumphed over all difficulties ; he had lived 
with poverty without cringing or revolt ; one 
of our Conquerors for ever, after a more desperate 
battle than Browning he had won to greater 
sweetness of nature. I call him one of the 
greatest of men, as great perhaps as Shakespeare, 
though I prefer Shakespeare's deeper sympathy 
with weakness. But his life and being are witness 
enough that this age of ours is the greatest age 
in all history, and his stature is proof sufficient 
that men will yet be born on earth greater than 
any of our models. Nature is always surpassing 
herself, and her greatest achievement to-day 
b ut prepares a finer accomplishment to-morrow. 
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Nor did Meredith pass unnoticed through life as 
Shakespeare passed and Cervantes. He was 
fairly well known to a good many of us. Barrie 
and Max Beerbohm wrote of him during his 
lifetime as the greatest man since Shakespeare : 
Lord Morley took care that he should have the 
Order of Merit : and though his novels never sold 
by thousands, and his poems hardly covered the 
cost of publication, all the best readers in the 
country were his devoted friends and enthusiastic 
admirers. He is the one writer of the time of 
whom we were all proud, and for whom we have 
to make no excuses. He went through life 
crowned, and nothing he said or did injured his 
reputation or tarnished the sovereign lustre of 
his genius. He was poor with dignity and a friend 
of man without affectation or snobbishness : 
heart-good himself, he made goodness interesting 
by happy humour and joy in living and abound- 
ing sympathy. 



ROBERT BROWNING 

IT was as a student in Gottingen that I first 
got to know Robert Browning. The passion 
of the lyrics " The Last Ride Together," " In a 
Gondola," and many others enthralled me, and 
the " Men and Women " taught me that the 
great lover was a great man to boot ; but it was 
" The Ring and the Book " which gave me 
his measure, allowed me, so to speak, to lay my 
ear to the page and listen to Browning's heart 
beat. Curiously enough, a little thing became 
a sort of symbol of my liking for the man, the 
kindly generous warmth of his dedications to 
John Kenyon and Barry Cornwall and Sergeant 
Talfourd. The world knows little about these 
almost forgotten worthies, but just because 
of that the notices reminded me of Balzac's 
numerous dedications, and everything connected 
with Balzac, however remote, has a certain 
significance for me. For Balzac is one of the 
" Sacred Band " who has enlarged one's con- 
ception of human capacity and given new hori- 
zons to the spirit. Browning profited by this 
connection, and when some years later I came 
to London to work I hoped to meet the poet who 
was at least half a seer as a poet should be. I 

200 
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used to call Bro'wning to myself " Greatheart," 
for his courage and confidence and hope, and 
as " Greatheart " I often spoke of him. 

One day, I think in 1888 or 1889, I went to 
lunch at Lady Shrewsbury's. It was a large 
party : an earl was on the right of the hostess 
and a prominent Member of the House of 
Commons on her left : opposite me, about 
the middle of the table, was a small man 
inclined to be stout, carefully dressed, with 
healthy tanned skin and silver-white hair. He 
had a red tie ,on, and to my short-sightedness 
seemed commonplace. Suddenly some one 
addressed him as Mr. Browning. Breathless, 
I turned to my neighbour, a lady : "Is that the 
poet, Robert Browning ? " I asked in wonder. 
" Oh, yes," she replied, a little surprised at my 
tone ; " he's nice, isn't he ? But I'm afraid I 
don't know much about poetry : I don't care 
for it really : I'm not literary." I hardly heard 
her chatter : so that was Robert Browning : 
I gazed and gazed, studied his face, his eyes, his 
expression ; but could not see anything : his eyes 
were good and clear, his nose a little beaked ; 
but there was nothing distinguished about him, 
I had to admit to myself, nothing pecuhar even, 
nothing remarkable. Of course, I took myself 
to task at once : " what had I expected, a giant 
or an ogre ? " " No," my heart replied, " but 
I had hoped to catch in eyes or expression some- 
thing to show the greatness of the spirit : but 
nothing, nothing." He spoke to his neighbours 
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in a low tone, kept the quiet manners and re- 
serve of the ordinary gentleman, used politeness 
perhaps as a sort of barrier between him and the 
world. 

I was introduced to him, and told him how 
glad I was to meet him ; how his work had 
delighted me. He bowed as if I had been using 
ordinary conventional phrases and turned away, 
his quiet reserved manner fenced him off from 
even my enthusiastic admiration. I could get 
nothing from him, no glint of fire from the 
polished flint. 

I met him again and again that season, but 
never got inside his armour. Once or twice I 
had hardly spoken to him, I had contented 
myself with bowing, so convinced I was that it 
was impossible ±o enter into intimate relations 
with him. 

One day I was at Mrs. Jeune's at lunch. On 
her right she had Russell Lowell, the American 
Ambassador : on her left a Cabinet Minister. 
I was at the other end of the table, on the left of 
the host, who had Browning on his right hand. 
The conversation at our end of the table was 
formal and dull, but Russell Lowell was in great 
form and kept the table interested and amused 
to judge by the laughter of the pretty women. 

At the end of lunch Russell Lowell got up to 
go, excusing himself, and the bevy of women all 
gathered about him talking and laughing. It 
made a good picture, Lowell with his leonine 
grey head, bright and happy as a schoolboy, and 
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the women flirting with him with that happy 
mixture of confidence and familiarity that young 
women often show distinguished men on the 
verge of old age. 

I had gone round to Browning's side of the 
table. I don't know how the conversation com- 
menced, but I remember quoting in illustration 
of something I said a verse of " Rabbi Ben 
Ezra " with tremendous appreciation. 

Suddenly there came a peal of laughter from 
the other end of the room : Lowell, exclaiming 
"one privilege of age," was kissing the pretty 
hands extended to him when taking his leave. 
Suddenly Browning clutched my arm. 

" But what has he done," he said, indicating 
Lowell with his head at the other end of the 
room, " what has he done to be so feted ? " 

The tone was so angry, so bitter, that I 
started. 

" He has lived for just that," I replied, " that 
is why he made verse and not poetry. He wanted 
the facile admiration of the moment and the 
liking of pretty women : he has got them. But 
there are three or four who honour you at this 
table, who don't care whether Lowell is alive* or 
dead." 

" Yes," Browning admitted, " one tries to 
console oneself with that after-thought, but it is 
difficult in England. When one is young, one 
is so occupied With the work that one doesn't 
much care whether it is liked or disliked, but 
later, when one has fought and had, at any rate, 
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a partial success, it is hard to see others who have 
not fought at all put before one." 

Naturally I did my best to show him the other 
side. I spoke to him of the enthusiastic admira- 
tion of the little group of literary students at 
Heidelberg and Gottingen, who thought more 
of him than of any living poet. His only com- 
petitor in our admiration, I told him, was Victor 
Hugo ; if he had paid a visit to Germany we 
should have chaired him through the streets. 
He appeared to be gratified. 

We went away together and walked, I re- 
member, across the park, and from that day on 
I began to know him. I soon found that all he 
had to give he had given in his books : in fact, 
I came to see that the poetry, the mere words, or, 
if you will, the inspiration of the moment had lent 
him thoughts beyond his seeing. Browning was 
bigger in his writings than he was in intimacy. 
He is often spoken of as the least inspired of 
poets. To my mind he owed more to verse and 
the inspiration of the moment than any man of 
genius I ever met. His belief as shown in the 
" Rabbi Ben Ezra " and other poems is uncom- 
promisingly definiije, clear and authoritative as 
the utterance of a Jewish prophet. But when 
you probed the man in quiet eonversation, you 
found no such certainty. 

His beliefs were really a mere echo of his 
childhood's faith, and his optimism was of 
health and sound heart rather than of insight. 
He was not one of those who had gone round the 
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world and returned to his native place ; he had 
always lingered in the vicinity of home without 
seeking to justify his preference. His was a book- 
ish mind, and apart from books not eventfully 
original. He had spent many years in Italy 
without knowing the Italian, and had lived on 
the crater-edge of socialist unrest almost without 
noticing it. He accepted all the pitiable con- 
ventions of London society because he was used 
to them, just as he donned the dress. I have 
heard him tell a fairly good story ; I never heard 
him say anything original. In fact, if I had not 
known his poetry I should have met him and 
talked to him many times without ever imagining 
that he was a man of any distinction. 

Of course, all this may well be my fault : 
something in me may have displeased him : I 
sought to explain it to myself by saying we were 
not of the same generation. For Frederic 
Harrison gives a different picture of him, speaks 
of him as " genial, full of story and jest " ; but 
even he, who finds something good to say of all 
the men of that time, does not record anything 
remarkable of Robert Browning. 

Again and again I tried to find out something 
about the married life of the Brownings ; it was 
hardly possible that two sensitive poets should 
have lived together for twenty years in perfect 
harmony, but till lately I never heard an 
authentic word on the subject. A short time 
ago, however, I met a relative of the Tennysons 
who told me that she had heard from the poet 
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laureate that the Brownings often quarrelled 
like ordinary folk, and the root of their dis- 
agreement was usually the jealousy he felt when 
his wife's poetry was overpraised. I think it 
may be taken that, on the whole, they lived 
happily together, and it is certain that he 
mourned her to the end of his life with a fanatic's 
admiration. 

What a wretched portrait this is to give of 
Robert Browning ! It would have been better, 
I think I hear the reader say, to have said 
nothing at all about him. I cannot agree with 
this : if I failed to get near Browning it was not 
through lack of desire on my part, or of sym- 
pathy : my utter failure simply shows how hard 
it is for us to know our fellow-men rightly even 
when we approach them in the best spirit. The 
failure to find anything heroic or wise or of 
deeper humanity in Browning should simply 
warn the reader that the mirror of my soul held 
up for these reflections is after all a poor clouded 
mirror, dulled with fog of life and stained with 
soilure of earth, untrustworthy even at its 
brightest. 



SWINBURNE : THE POET OF YOUTH 
AND REVOLT 

SWINBURNE is dead; and a part of our 
youth seems to have passed, to have fallen 
into the dim backward and abysm of Time. 
The natural regret is overpowered by the in- 
surgent thrill of memory. Swinburne was the 
hot voice of youth and the joy of living, the cry 
of revolt against the smug Victorian respect- 
ability, and the sjn-upy creed of Tennyson. For 
many years he was the most vital thing in Eng- 
land, and naturally, in Enghsh fashion, the 
authorities passed him by and made a lackey 
laureate in his place. The soul of the new 
paganism was in him, which is the soul of yester- 
day and to-day and many a d^y to come. With 
right instinct the whole cry of ha'penny critics 
is quoting " The Garden of Proserpine " with its 
pagan hopelessness : 

From too much love of living. 
From hope, from fear set free. 
We thank with brief thanksgivin,g, 

Whatever Gods may be. 
That no life lives for ever. 
That dead men rise up never, 
That even the weariest river. 

Winds somewhere safe to sea. 
207 
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And the passion of paganism, too, he rendered 
again and again, deathlessly (though the jour- 
nalists are afraid to quote it) in the " Leper " 
and " Faustine," and perhaps most character- 
istically in these lines from the " Anactoria," 
where Sappho herself aches for fulfilment. 

Alas, that neither moon nor snow nor dew. 

Nor all cold things can purge me wholly through. 

Assuage me, nor allay me, nor appease. 

Till supreme sleep shall bring me bloodless ease, 

Till time wax faint in all its periods. 

Till Fate undo the bondage of the Gods ; 

And lay to slake and satiate me all through, 

Lotus and Lethe on my lips like dew, 

And shed around and over and under me 

Thick darkness and the insuperable sea. 

But Swinburne was more than a poet of 
passion and despair, he has turned into incom- 
parable music all the culture and idealisms, the 
faiths and follies of youth, and it is this which 
gives him European importance, and makes him 
more interesting than a Leopardi or a Verlaine. 

The choruses of the " Atalanta in Calydon " 
lent to English for the first time the sonorous 
melody and splendid syllabification of the best 
work of Sophocles or Euripides; the swing and 
music of the verse is irresistible : 

Before the beginning of years 

There came to the making of man 

Time with a gift of tears ; 
Grief with a glass that ran. 
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And 

Eyesight and speech they wrought 

As veils of the soul therein, 
A time for labour and thought, 

A time to serve and to sin. 

Who can ever forget the lament of Meleager 
and the glorious answer of Atalanta ? 

I would that with feet 

Unsandall'd, unshod. 
Overbold, overfleet, 

I had swum not, nor trod 
From Arcadia to Calydon northward 

A blast of the envy of God ! 

What did it matter to us that the phrase 
" A blast of the envy of God " was taken from 
Euripides ? It had a new weight in English, an 
added value. 

Goethe himself never gave such music to 
Pantheism as Swinburne did in " Hertha." 

I am that which began. 

Out of me the years roll, 
Out of me God and man — 

I am equal and whole. 
God changes and Man, and the form of them bodily : 

I am the soul. 



But what dost thou now 

Looking Godward to cry, 
" I am I i Thou art Thou ; 

I am low ; Thou art high." 
I am thou whom thou seekest to find. 
Find thou but thyself — 
Thou art I. 

14 
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I the seed that is sown, 

And the plough-cloven clod, 
And the ploughshare drawn thorough 

The germ and the sod. 
The seed and the sower, the deed and the doer, 

The dust which is God I 

All the hero-worship of youth is in Swinburne 
magnificently rendered in the poems to Landor, 
Hugo, Gautier, and Blake, and in the prose poems 
to Shakespeare and Scott — ^all obvious, fixed 
stars, one might object, but that, too, is youth's 
way, and is right so far as it goes. And the 
deathless faith in man and the Kingdom of Man 
upon earth and the passion for equality, and the 
contempt for popes and crowns and false values 
— all youth's idealisms and revolts, and revolts 
set to music once for all, and made imperishable. 
Swinburne was the poet of youth, and his heritage 
is as wide as the world, and his lovers as numerous 
as the sands of the sea, for all youths will love 
him and quote him with hot hearts and tears so 
long as English is spoken. 

Before I ever met Swinburne I had a certain 
image of him in my mind, a sort of composite 
photograph built up partly from his verses and 
even more from talks about him with men who 
knew him intimately. Whistler in particular, 
I remember, had given me a snapshot of him 
when he lived in Cheyne Walk with Rossetti and 
Meredith — an inimitable unforgettable silhouette 
etched into a grotesque, as if the gall-acid had 
run upon the plate, broadening the lines and 
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deepening the shadows to caricature. I should 
like to put it on paper now and here ; but perhaps 
the time to publish it has not yet come. I only 
mention it to warn my readers that every one 
of us carries to a meeting with any of the im- 
mortals certain preconceived ideas and prejudg- 
ments which twist and tinge the impression they 
make on us. In order to give a true image, a 
perfect representment, the mind at such a time 
ought to be a pure sensitized plate ; but it is 
not ; it is a plate, so to speak, already scratched 
with innumerable lines and warped in a hundred 
fires, and even the image thus received cannot 
be reproduced with perfect fidelity. 

As I lived near Putney for a good many years 
^ saw Swinburne frequently. Driving into town 
about noon I used to look out for him, and met 
him or passed him hundreds of times till his 
figure became familiar to me. He was not of 
imposing appearance ; about five feet four, or 
perhaps five in height, with sloping bottle 
shoulders, and pigeon chest, and dispropor- 
tionately large hips. There was a certain vigour 
or perkiness in his walk : his legs at least were 
strong, and carried the little podgy body briskly. 
He usually wore a great felt wideawake, which 
made his head look like a melon, and as he jerked 
along talking to himself and swinging his arms, 
with his head thrown back and his unkempt 
auburn-grey beard floating, one felt inclined to 
smile. Whenever he saw a pretty child in a 
perambulator he used to stop and notice it, and 
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nursemaids still tell stories of how he mistook 
little boys for girls. He was a lover of children 
and of beauty at all times. 

When I began to edit The Fortnightly Review 
I wrote asking Swinburne to contribute, and 
from time to time he sent me articles and poems, 
all written in a round schoolboy hand, with 
extraordinary care and clearness. The printers, 
of course, paid no attention to his reasoned 
punctuation, and their mistakes used to annoy 
him excessively ; he insisted upon revise after 
revise — a proceeding I felt to be natural enough 
in regard to his poetry, but extravagantly 
meticulous and conceited when his prose alone 
was concerned. I never could take his prose 
seriously ; somehow or other it always reminded 
me of the little wooden painted marionettes of a 
child's Noah's ark. Even when the judgments 
were wise and shrewd, and where lyric poetry 
was in question, Swinburne's opinions were 
nearly always finely right and sometimes of 
surprising divination, yet the wording of them 
was always antithetical and stilted to a degree. 
His judgments of prose writers, dramatists, or 
novelists were as faulty as his prose ; he over- 
praised Scott and Dickens absurdly, ranking 
them with the greatest, probably because his 
own faculty of thought was immature. Yet his 
criticism was invariably interesting ; he usually 
had some reason for the faith that was in him. 

For years and years I had no closer relations 
with Swinburne. About 1897 or 1898, however. 
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some things I had written about Shakespeare 
interested Swinburne's friend, Mr. Theodore 
Watts, who came to see me about them, and 
then asked me to dine, to meet Swinburne. I 
accepted and went one evening to the Pines. 
The dinner was very English and very old- 
fashioned : there were two chickens, I remember, 
and roast beef — enough for a dozen men. We 
all appeared to be blessed with good appetites, 
and after dinner settled down to talk. 

I don't know why, but the conversation fell 
on Henley and his enthusiastic praise of Monte 
Crista and The Three Musketeers, which seemed 
to me boyish, exaggerated. I ventured to 
remark that I would have rather written Le 
Vicomte de Bragelonne than all the rest of Dumas 
put together were it only for the character of 
Louise de la Valli^re, and I was astonished to 
find that Swinburne agreed with me enthusi- 
astically. 

Emboldened by this accord I ventured to ask 
whether he really placed Hugo beside Shake- 
peaf e, and was dumbfounded to find that he did ; 
he quoted some verses of Hugo — ^from " La 
Legende des Si^cles," I think ; excellent rhetoric 
which he gave wonderfully, his whole face 
lighting up, the auburn mane thrown back, the 
greenish eyes flaming, the great dome of the 
forehead lending weight to the swift sonorous 
words. 

I did not dare to touch on Shakespeare with 
him : he had evidently been acctistomed and 
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allowed to play pontiff to such an extent that to 
have differed from him would have been Use- 
majeste at the least, and, besides, his opinions on 
the subject were known to me, and I had no 
desire to shake them. 

I preferred to keep the ball rolling while 
studying his face and manner. When he quoted 
poetry he mouthed it, as all poets are inclined 
to do, bringing out the value of the metre at the 
cost of the sense and variety of expression* 
Poets are often musicians first and intelligences 
afterwards. 

His pronunciation of French was that of a 
native, and his knowledge of Italian just as good. 
To something he said I muttered Leopardi's 
" Nostra ignuda natura," and again he caught 
fire and went on quoting with intense enjoyment 
the hopeless, brave lines : 

Lieta no, ma sicura 

Del antico dolor, 

Pero ch 'esser beata 

Nega ai mortal! e ai morti il fato. 

I have never met anyone whose knowledge of 
Greek, English, French, and Italian poetry was 
at all comparable to Swinburne's ; as soon as 
you began to quote any fine passage he would 
take it up and go on declaiming endlessly. 

When he got interested he crossed his legs and 
uncrossed them, tossing one upon the other 
rapidly, while his fingers were twitching and his 
head jerking about, almost like an epileptic. 
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He was evidently very excitable ; the mind and 
nerves far stronger than the body — over-engined, 
so to speak, like Shakespeare. Indeed, in a 
thousand ways he reminded me of what Shake- 
speare must have been : the same swiftness of 
speech and thought, the same nervous excit- 
ability, and much the same physique, the little 
podgy body, the domed forehead, the auburn 
hair, only the eyes were different — Shakespeare's 
a light hazel, Swinburne's a greenish-grey. Of 
course, Shakespeare was a little larger and 
stronger, handsomer too, if contemporaries are 
to be believed, and of far sweeter manners. 

I wanted Swinburne to tell me of Rossetti, in 
whom I have always been intensely interested ; 
but with characteristic courtliness he referred 
me to Mr. Theodore Watts, who " knew Rossetti 
most intimately." 

I felt impelled to follow his lead, for already 
several things had become plain to me, the most 
important being that Swinburne in his books 
had said all he had to say of any moment, and 
could not be led by me to peer into the unknown 
or unfamiliar ; I was too late ; his mind had 
passed the period of growth and become fossilized. 
Swinburne was far older at sixty-two or three 
than Carlyle was at eighty ; his intellectual 
sympathies were cast-iron ; they coxild not be 
widened, whereas Carlyle was as eager to hear 
and consider new ideas as a boy. When I men- 
tioned Carlyle with praise, the light died out of 
Swinburne's face ; it became lifeless and for- 
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bidding ; clearly his mind was made up about 
Carlyle and could not be altered. 

Altogether Swinburne seemed to me a creature 
of extraordinary talent rather than a man of real 
genius. Take away from him his divine gift of 
song and he would hardly have become known 
in literature. Tiiere was no elevation in his 
mind ; no humour in his outlook ; no width of 
understanding ; no fertility of ideas. He was 
an astonishing poet, but not by any means an 
astonishing intelligence ; he had five or six 
main ideas, or rather sympathies, and no wish 
to enlarge the meagre store. It was evidently 
Mr. Theodore Watts who inspired the so-called 
imperialism of his latter years. He was a Jingo 
at seventy, thanks to this intimate friend, or 
dry nurse as I called him in my thought, just as 
he was a republican at thirty, thanks to Mazzini 
and Hugo. He never seemed to have grown 
mentally after his seventeenth year. It was his 
want of intelligence which left him stranded at 
forty-five as the poet of youth. Still, he was 
always an interesting and attractive personality ; 
he had high courtesies in him and inborn loyal- 
ties, and a courageous contempt for all con- 
ventional lies and false values. He always lived, 
too, in a nobly serious way for the things of the 
spirit, the things that have enduring worth and 
the consecration of the ideal. 

The English people should have insisted on 
burying Swinburne in the Abbey, were it only 
for his high idealism of character ; but English 
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authority was too ignorant, its temper too 
conventional, and, after all, it is perhaps as weill 
that this flaming eager spirit should not be 
housed with second-rate politicians and actors. 
I like to think of Shakespeare in the little church 
at Stratford and of Swinburne down there at 
Bonchurch between the echoing hills and the 
thundering sea. Great men should be alone in 
death as in life, and no better resting-place could 
be found for Swinburne than the seashore where 
he played as a boy. 

In " Ex Voto " he wrote : 

But when my time shall be. 
Oh, Mother, O my Sea, 
Alive or dead, take me. 
Me, too, my Mother. 



TALKS WITH MATTHEW ARNOLD 

MANY years ago I gave the following pen 
portrait of Matthew Arnold, and almost 
immediately after received a number of letters 
regretting that I had not written at greater 
length about him. Some of my correspondents 
insisted that Arnold was a great English poet, 
and ought to have had much more said about him, 
or else nothing at all. Perhaps they were right ; 
at any rate, I am inclined to follow their wishes 
in the matter and report a few of the many con- 
versations I had with Matthew Arnold in the ten 
years of our acquaintance. I shall perhaps be 
forgiven for reproducing here the pen-and-ink 
portrait of him to which I allude above. I called 
him the latest Apostle to the Gentiles. 

A tall man, who, in spite of slight frame and 
square shoulders, had at least in later life some- 
thing of the scholar's stoop. A rather long, pale, 
brooding face ; hair parted in the middle over 
a head a little too flat for thoroughgoing belief ; 
a long, well-shaped nose — a good rudder — a 
strong, but not bony chin ; altogether a well- 
balanced face, lighted by pale greyish thoughtful 
eyes. Two side whiskers lent their possessor the 
air of a butler of a good house, the shaven lip 
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allowed one to see the sinuous, sensitive mouth 
of the orator or poet. 

He believed himself to be both a poet and 
prose-writer of the first rank ; his contemporaries 
took him at his own valuation, for he had the 
hall-mark of Oxford upon him, and his father 
was well known ; but the present generation is 
inclined to question his claims. As a prose-writer 
one thinks he preached too much from too narrow 
a choice of texts, and was rather a poet of dis- 
tilled distinction and cultivation than of in- 
spiration or passion. 

By intellect shall no man storm Heaven : the 
great of heart alone do that, and the passion- 
driven and the world-weary. 

I had met Matthew Arnold here and there a 
good many times before I got the chance of a 
good frank talk with him ; he was always very 
courteous, very ingenuous even ; he never shut 
himself up in armoured politeness as Browning 
usually did : he was always charmingly open and 
frank, like a well-bred schoolboy. Yet somehow 
or other I had no opportunity of a long talk with 
him for some years. One day at a luncheon 
party the whole table began discussing Mr. Rider 
Haggard's Jess, which had just then appeared, 
and Matthew Arnold was asked to give his opinion 
of it. The author was present, I remember. 
Matthew Arnold spoke very warmly of the pleasure 
the book had given him, and the interest he had 
taken in it ; but confessed at length that he liked 
the matter-of-fact sister better than he liked Jess. 
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He took, in fact, a quite naive, almost boyish 
view of the book. As the party broke up he said 
he would like to speak with me about something, 
and we drove together to the Athenaeum Club. 
On the way I asked him how he came to praise 
Jess so warmly. His praise had astonished me 
I confessed, as the book had no weight or place 
in letters ; all of which to my astonishment he 
admitted at once with a certain amused care- 
lessness, y^ 

" Why then did you praise the book ? " I 
asked. 

" I feel," he said, " that an old fellow should 
be very sympathetic to t^ yoimg writers, even 
if they are not all Thackerays and Fieldings. 
Can we expect giants always, or should we not 
rather be thankful for what we get ? It is a 
good healthy book enough, schoolb^ish, as you 
say ; but then we English rather liEe schoolboy 
fiction. Robinson Crusoe and Tom Jones are 
both rather boyish, and David Copperfield; is that 
profound ? " and he smiled at me deprecatingly. 

" Forgive me," I replied, " as you praised the 
book out of kindness I have nothing to say. 
But you know the young ones hope always that 
their seniors will rise to the height of every 
argument with some great word of exact appre- 
ciation. But you wanted to ask me about 
something, you said ? " 

" I wanted to ask you," he replied, " about a 
quite personal matter. I have been invited to 
lecture in America. I should very much like to 
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do it ; partly perhaps from vanity, chiefly I 
think because the terms offered me are very good. 
But I should not like to make a fiasco of it. You 
know America intimately ; I was wondering if 
you could tell me whether I should be likely to 
succeed or to fail. Believe me, I am not asking 
in order to be flattered : I really should like to 
know before I make up my mind whether to go 
or stay. Your opinion will have weight with 
me." 

" It is delightfully flattering of you," I replied, 
" to ask for my opinion. But, as you have asked — 
me, I can only tell you the plain unvarnished 
truth. There are a few people in every town in 
America, and even in many of the villages, who 
will know you before they see you, who will be 
able to understand and appreciate the best you 
can give them ; but they are so few, these chosen 
ones, so few, that they are utterly swamped by 
the masses of people who will come to see you 
because they have heard from others that you are 
a great poet, a great English poet, too, and they 
will flock to hear you and measure you by their 
standard, which is not yours at all. They will 
judge you primarily as an orator or rather as a 
public speaker. Is your voice resonant and good, 
your delivery clear and strong ? if so they will say 
you are ' magnetic,' and will be prepared to believe 
that you are a great man ; but if your delivery 
is halting and slow and your elocution faulty, 
they will probably go away to make lewd jests 
about you ; in matters of art they are barbarians." 
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" Goodness me," he exclaimed, " you frighten 
me. I have no elocution whatever : I even read 
my own poetry very badly, I believe. I re- 
member my wife used to say to me, ' I cannot 
bear to hear you read your verses, Matthew, you 
do mouth them so.' I am afraid," he went on, 
laughing heartily at the reminiscence, " I am 
afraid, you know, that all poets are inclined to 
lay too much stress upon the metrical quality of 
their poetry. I have noticed that actors usually 
slur over the metrical quality and accentuate 
the sense. Is that what you call good elocu- 
tion ? " 

"It is what the average American calls good 
elocution," I said, " which is more to the point. 
Personally, I prefer whatever is peculiar, indi- 
vidual, characteristic." 

" I see," he said, as if thinking over it, " I see. 
You don't think then that I should be a success 
in America ? " 

" A success with the few, certainly," I replied, 
" but not with the many, certainly not with the 
many unless you practise elocution vigorously 
before starting." 

" It frightens me," he .said, " it seems a little 
terrifying." 

" But surely," I said, " you never thought you 
would be a popular success in America; you 
would not be a popular success in London, 
where the society is aristocratic, where the masses 
take their tone from the few, where popular 
opinion is formed from above, like water on sand. 
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which as it sinks spreads over ever-widening 
strata. Even in our aristocratic society you 
would be above the heads of all but the best of 
your audiences. How can you hope to be popu- 
lar ? Your appeal is to the future, and not to the 
present." 

" It is very kind of you to put it in that way," 
he said, " and perhaps true ; still, it disappoints 
one a little. I am afraid, though, you are right," 
he added, after a pause ; " nevertheless, I think 
you have decided me to go," and he began to 
laugh, " perhaps for the sake of that remnant 
you speak of who wiU understand and appre- 
ciate." 

" Oh, yes," I replied warmly, " a remnant 
that will understand you better, I am inclined 
to believe, than you are understood even in 
England. Only they will make no sign : you 
will hardly know that they are among your 
audience ; but they will be there eager to see and 
hear the man who wrote ' Thyrsis ' and ' The 
Scholar-Gipsy ' and ' Dover ' and a dozen other 
splendid things." 

I remember another talk just after he had 
written a poem on a dog — ^an exquisite requiem 
— ^for The Fortnightly Review. I went to ask him 
to write me an appreciation of Ernest Renan, 
whom I had met and had had long talks with in 
the College de Prance. 

"I see you have divined it," said Matthew 
Arnold, " divined that Renan was always my 
teacher ; my teacher in the view he took of 
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St. Paul and the Bible generally, though to me 
he seemed a little superficial in his treatment of 
Jesus. But a great teacher, nevertheless, a man 
who appealed to the soul always. He was the 
first, too, to discover for us the Celtic genius. 
A great writer ! " 

I felt inclined to ask him why he had never 
admitted in print the greatness of his debt to 
Renan, but thought it more courteous to restrain 
myself. 

On another occasion Arnold showed, I thought, 
a distinct vein of humour. 

" You know," he said, " it is very funny to me 
— years ago when I wrote prose all the editors 
whom I knew used to say to me : 

" ' Oh, Arnold, why don't you write poetry ? ' 

" And now as soon as I begin writing poetry 
you say to me : 

" ' Oh, Arnold, why don't you write prose ? ' " 
and he laughed heartily at the implied criticism. 

After his return from America I wrote asking 
him to write something for me, and then went 
to see him in order to lu'ge him to write. 

" Don't ask me ! " he cried, " don't ask me. 
I will not write articles ; America has saved me 
from that ; it has given me money and made me 
independent, that much I owe it. But you were 
quite right about the audiences. The remnant 
is utterly swamped by the vulgar opinion of the 
mass. What an opinion ! What a mass ! What 
a civilization ! Almost it makes one despair of 
humanity. The vulgarity of them doesn't 
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frighten one as much as their intensity — ^the 
power, force, and tumult of them all rushing — 
whither ? It frightens me to think of America." 

One can hardly help asking : Was Matthew 
Arnold a great poet ; one of the fixed stars in 
the literary heaven ; will he live there with 
Browning and Swinburne and Tennyson ? He 
thought he would, declared, indeed, more than 
once, that his future place was at least as well 
assured as theirs. 

" Tennyson has no ideas," he would say, 
" Browning's genius is almost hidden by scoriae ; 
my little things are slight if you will, but surely 
they are of gold — seven times refined." 

Arnold was mistaken in this self-estimate, 
altogether mistaken, I beUeve. He was right in 
many things ; his opinions on matters of the 
day and hour were usually worth hearing ; he 
was an excellent journalist, the best indeed of 
our time ; but hardly more than that ; to the 
last he remained a sort of smaller Renan, a Renan 
at second-hand, a puritanic Renan. He brought 
no new and fruitful ideas into life ; he created 
no new types ; he is scarcely more than a 
graceful singer of commonplaces. Sometimes, 
when looking at him, I thought he was a Jew ; 
there was surely Hebrew blood in his veins ; at 
any rate, his deepest words are about religion 
and the life of the spirit : 

The sea of faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore 

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd. 

15 
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But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar. 

Retreating to the breath 

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear. 

And naked shingles of the world. 

He had no idea that the tide was akeady on 
the turn and would soon be once again at flood. 

The Critical Side of Arnold 

Since writing of Arnold's poetry and person 
I have found myself plagued by his critical 
prose work, and must at all costs try to rid my 
soul of the unholy obsession. I think I may 
dismiss his critical writings on religion and on 
politics without more ado. His views on religion 
were taken from Renan and watered with English 
puritanic prejudices of the cheapest : his views 
on politics were even more superficial and vain, 
though he said things about the upper, middle, 
and lowest classes in England which are as witty 
as they are true. 

Inasmuch as Arnold was first and last a man 
of letters, one is surely doing him no disservice 
by treating his literary judgments alone. 

It is cxirious to notice that even his conceit has 
some relation to his power as the shadow has 
some resemblance to the figure. He thought far 
too highly of his own academic poetry ; but, 
after all, he only compared himself with his 
contemporaries ; he overestimated his critical 
faculty extravagantly, but he was careful to 
avoid the supreme tests. We must not look to 
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him for any revision of the secular judgments of 
Homer or Dante or Shakespeare. He will quote 
isolated lines of Homer and Dante and extol their 
beauty ; but the passages he selects are usually 
bethumbed passages, or moral aphorisms seldom 
startling or significant, and when he laments 
" the imperfections of Shakespeare " in com- 
parison with " the perfection of Homer," we are 
fain to forgive the absurdity, though it was a 
characteristic aberration of the schoolmaster. 
As a rule he approaches the gods on his knees 
with -becoming reverence. 

With the same instinctive shrinking he avoids 
the highest function of criticism in his own time : 
no new star ever swims into his ken ; he does 
not affect the rapture of discovery. He would 
never praise Victor Hugo as Swinburne dared to 
praise him : so far as I know he never even dis- 
cusses Balzac or Blake, and when he talks of 
Milton or Goethe he only ventures a cursive 
commentary on Scherer's well-known judgments. 

But about the writers of the second or third 
magnitude he has much to say, and what he has 
to say he says on the whole excellently well, so 
well indeed, .with such measure, such lightness 
of touch and humorous felicity, that one loves 
to listen to him and applaud him. It seems 
unkind to find fault with so agreeable a guide, 
who has been at such pains to cultivate amiable 
manners. But, after all, as Matthew Arnold 
himself knew, " the disinterested reader will have 
truth," and one ought not to be " satisfied with 
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fine writing about the object of one's study " : 
it is indeed our " business to learn the real truth 
about the important men and things and books 
which interest the human mind." What, then, 
is the truth about Matthew Arnold and his 
critical faculty ? 

Let us try to take a test case that shall be 
favourable to him, the case of some poet who 
has been misrated or misunderstood ; let us not 
take Verlaine, whom he never seems to have 
noticed, nor Heine, where his cruel misjudging 
may be attributed in part at least to his in- 
sufficient knowledge of German ; but let us 
take Keats, Keats who was of the preceding 
generation, Keats who died at twenty-six, whom 
he should, therefore, one would think, have been 
able to see fairly and to classify with precision. 
The task was not difficult. Browning finds a 
magical word with which to praise him — " Keats, 
him even ! " : Tennyson, whose want of intelli- 
gence Arnold deplores, declared that Keats lived 
" in the very heart of ppetry " ; what will 
Matthew Arnold say of Keats ? 

He starts well by accepting Milton's famous 
saying that poetry should be " simple, sensuous, 
impassioned." None of us wish a better judg- 
ment on Keats than must result from such a 
measure. But to our astonishment after borrow- 
ing the true criterion Matthew Arnold goes on at 
once to take exception to Keats's " sensuous- 
ness " : was he " anything more than sensu- 
ous " ? he asks. Keats's poetry does not furnish 
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him with any example of excessive sensuousness, 
and so he takes the Letters to Fanny Brawne, 
though Keats is assuredly to be judged by his 
poetry and by his poetry alone, and not by love- 
letters thrown off in the heat of passionate 
youthful ardour. It would be as unfair to judge 
Keats by these letters as to judge Goethe by his 
letters written to Frau von Stein. But let us 
follow our guide. He declares that he sees " no 
reason whatever " for the publication of these 
letters : " they ought never to have been 
published " : a fortiori, therefore, they should 
not be discussed by a critic who takes his work 
seriously. But that would not suit your Puritan : 
Arnold has discovered, he thinks, a dish that is 
rather " high " ; Aie cannot resist the temptation 
to taste it, to roU it on his tongue, to savour it 
to the full before rejecting it, and thus at one 
and the same moment enjoy the sin and the 
condemnation of it. No more perfect example 
of hypocrisy could be desired Jy 

But, after all, what has Matthew Arnold 
found ? Here are the worst passages he can 
discover in Keats's letters : 

You have absorbed me. ... I have no limit now to 
my love. ... I have been astonished that men should 
die martyrs for religioii — I have shuddered at it. I 
shudder no more. I could be martyred for my Religion 
— Love is my religion. ... I cannot breathe without 
you. 

Now what is there to take exception to ir|i 
this ? There is nothing here which hasn't been 
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said by Shakespeare and Dante and Goethe ; 
much more sensuous stuff was written in the 
Song of Solomon, consecrated by the admiration 
of a hundred generations ; an infinitely more 
sensual appeal was made by Chaucer, whom 
Matthew Arnold praises for " health and sanity." 

But Chaucer lived a long time ago, and is 
therefore sacred, while Keats is almost of his own 
time, so Matthew Arnold whips him with the sad 
inferiority of his tepid temperament. Here we 
have " the merely sensuous man," he cries, " the 
man who is ' passion's slave.' " He uses the 
Shakespearean phrase without any inkling of the 
fact that Shakespeare has given a thousand 
proofs that he was more enslaved by passion 
than ever Keats was. Matthew Arnold, then, 
allows himself to talk of this letter as " the love- 
letter of a Siirgeon's apprentice." ..." It has 
in its relaxed self-abandonment," he writes, 
" something underbred and ignoble, as of a youth 
ill brought up." 

This vulgar and vicious nonsense does not 
stand alone in Matthew Arnold's work, or I 
should have striven for pity's sake to forget it. 
The Purita n bias and prejudice debase and 
degrade all his critical work. He regrets the 
publication of Dowden's Life of Shelley : he does 
not " want the truth about Shelley's passion," 
though he assures us again and again that 
" truth, the real truth," is what " the dis- 
interested reader " demands. 

Even this disgraceful priggish "underbred" 
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and " ill brought up " has its parallel elsewhere. 
Matthew Arnold writes from Paris that he has 
come across a new poet, one Heine, who " apes 
the bitter scepticism and world-weariness of 
Byron," but then Byron is an English lord, and 
has the right, Matthew thinks, to feel disgust 
with ordinary life — " Byron had the entree every- 
where." And so we find grafted on Puritan 
hypocrisy the fine flower of British snobbery. 
Nurtured in early Victorian gentility, Matthew 
Arnold does not like the word " snob." Scherer 
gives instances of Goethe's extraordinary " snob- 
bishness " (it is the very perfume of Germanic 
vulgarity !), but Matthew Arnold will not have 
the word : he calls it " caporatism" striving 
fatuously to disguise the rank odour with a 
ridiculous neologism, 

Matthew Arnold could never have been a great 
critic, but he might surely have reached some- 
what the same level as Swinburne had not his 
Puritanism debased his judgment and destroyed 
his intellectual honesty. 

He condemns Faust as a " seduction drama," 
though he praises Sophocles without measure in 
spite of the Greek's parricides and incest. He 
takes poor Bxu-ns as mentor, and declares that 
passion " petrifies the feeling," though he him- 
self has written : 

Ere the parting kiss be dry 
Quick, thy tablets, Memory ! 

He cannot even select the great lines in Dante, 
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the " simple sensuous impassioned " lines, but 
such a copy-book heading as 

In la tua voluntade e nostra pace. 

He is curiously typical of his race in his hatred 
of simple sensuous impassioned poetry such as 
Heine's and his ready acceptance of the rhymed 
rhetoric and coarse animalism of Byron. But, 
after all, he is best seen in his treatment of Keats 
and Milton. He condemns Macaulay's Essay on 
Milton not alone for " redundance of youthful 
enthusiasm," as Mr. Trevelyan condemns it, 
but because " the writer has not for his aim to 
see and to utter the real truth about his object." 
He finds his master, Scherer, declaring with much 
justice that " The Paradise Lost " is "a sort of 
' tertiary ' formation, the copy of a copy, wholly 
factitious ... a false poem, a grotesque poem, 
a tiresome poem . . . but immortal ... it will 
be read for incomparable lines." 

Matthew Arnold knows that the true judgment 
on Milton is even severer than Scherer's : he 
knows that it is English Puritanism which ruined 
Milton's poetry ; he even says so once — " they 
(the Pm:itans) spoiled him," but he shuts his eyes 
to the truth. He is resolved to praise Milton, and 
he praises him for "elevation of style," and is 
not ashamed to say that his elevation of style 
is due to " a moral quality in him — ^his pureness." 
There we have it : the English Puritan is to be 
tickled at any cost, even of truth. For whence 
comes the " elevation " of Shakespeare or the 
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elevation of Sophocles or the elevation of Goethe 
or of Eeclesiastes or of the Psalms ? 

Had it not been for his debasing Puritanism 
Matthew Arnold must have told the truth that 
Keats, though handicapped by poverty, illness^ 
and untimely death, stands higher as a po£t than 
Milton, that he has shown a nobler spirit, and 
has left a richer legacy mainly because he was 
not degraded by Puritan falsehoods and by the 
childish Puritan misconceptions both of God and 
of man. 

Poor Matthew Arnold, how heavily handi- 
capped he was by birth, how ill brought up ! 
The son of a schoolmaster-cleric of the strictest 
sect of British Pharisee ! True, he was gifted 
with a French mind, a French lucidity of vision, 
a French love of amiability and m-banity, and, 
above all, with something of a Frenchman's high 
conscience in all intellectual and artistic matters, 
but, alas, the Bad Fairy condemned the charming 
little fellow to be born in an English upper-class 
home, and so he was trained painfully to be a 
sort of pinchbeck Wordsworth* 

It needs, as Arnold himself once said, " a 
miracle of genius " like Shakespeare to grow 
comparatively straight and high in such an 
atmosphere. 
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MY memory almost invariably connects per- 
sons by likeness or by contrast — ^for 
example, I think of Emerson and Nietzsche 
together as opposites, while Maupassant and 
Kipling resemble each other, though the talent 
of the one is peculiarly French and the talent of 
the other peculiarly English. Both are born 
story-tellers of the first class, though character- 
istically enough the domain of the Frenchman 
is love, whereas the domain of the Englishman 
is war. Both have written masterpieces. La 
Maison Tellier and Ulnutile Beaute are even 
finer than The Man Who Would he King or The 
Drums of the Fore and Aft. Both men came to 
immediate popiilarity, which means that both 
were on the ordinary level of thought and feeling, 
and wrote for ordinary men and wom^n. The 
man in the street in Paris and in London finds 
himself in Maupassant and in Kipling; he has 
the same outlook, the same vague creed, the 
same hopes and fears, the same simple imperative 
instinct to achieve his own well-being and that 
of his country. Both men might have been born 

^ Souvenirs sur Chiy de Maupassant (1883-1893). By Franfois, his 
Valet de Chambre. (Plon-Nourrit and Co., Paris.) 
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three hundred years ago, for neither has had 
anything to do with the thought-currents peculiar 
to our time. There is, too, a curious physical 
resemblance : Maupassant, like Kipling, was 
short and broad and strong, and so ordinary- 
looking that it is difficult to make the reader see 
him by means of words. He was a Norman by 
descent, lumpy-shouldered, large-limbed, round- 
headed ; his hair dark brown and thick ; his eyes 
greyish blue ; his moustache heavy. He would 
have passed imnoticed in any European crowd. 
If you studied his looks you could see no trace 
of exceptional endowment, save perhaps some- 
thing searching in the regard, a certain sensitive- 
ness in the well-cut lips and in the refinement 
of small hands. Maupassant, like Kipling, was 
healthy, courteous, and well-mannered ; both 
were made social lions ; but Maupassant allowed 
himself to be swept away by the current, whereas 
Kipling in this respect seems stronger. Both 
men got the best out of themselves ; but Kipling 
had the longer wind, though the Frenchman 
plunged deeper into life. Maupassant, like 
Kipling, met you fairly, and, while conscious of 
his achievements, was well aware, too, of some, 
at any rate, of his limitations — ^in fine, two 
ordinary healthy men, rather under than over 
middle height, gifted with an extraordinary 
writer's talent. Both men, like Eranz Hals, 
depicted the life which they saw and lived with 
marvellous verisimilitude, making of ordinary 
man unforgettable portraits — portraits that live 
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in the memory like photographs transmuted into 
pictures by an incomparable brio of present- 
ment. 

This book of Maupassant's valet ought to 
have been a masterpiece, for it deals with the 
last ten years of the great writer's brief life ; it 
covers all his best work and the appalling tragedy 
which brought his life and labour to an untimely 
and horrible end. The valet Franyois witnessed 
the tragedy, lived through it, indeed, from the 
first scene to the last ; but he saw it and under- 
stood it without realizing its universal significance 
or putting it before us so that we too must realize 
it and the lesson of it. His book, therefore, is not 
an unique book — ^hardly, indeed, a valuable book. 
There is no proportion in it, no sense at all of the 
relative importance of events. Hundreds of 
pages are filled with trivialities : the fiirnishing 
of rooms, journey ings in France, Algeria, and 
Tunis, yachting excursions, dinners, feeble prac- 
tical jokes and ordinary distractions, which are 
interrupted by hints of recurring illness, the 
casual mention of the visits of a " dame k la robe 
gris perle " ; then suddenly by the confession 
of Maupassant of unstrung, discordant nerves — 
a " malaise indicible " ; a casual description of 
the slow partial recovery ; then another visit 
of the lady whom Frangois now calls the " Vam- 
pire," and a day or two later Maupassant,, 
worn to a rag, cuts his throat in a frenzy> and 
ends his life in a madhouse — " Encore un homme 
au rancart," as he cried himself in characteristic 
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bitter modern phrase ; or as one might English 
it — " Another carcass for the dust-heap." 

Here is tragedy enough to fill a volume with 
wonder and regret and pity ; the poor gifted, 
passionate, foolish, human being in the toils of 
dire necessity, a slave of his own passion, which 
to him is inexorable fate : 

Who shall contend with his lords, 
Or cross them or do them wrong ? 

Who shall bind them as with cords ? 
Who shall tame them as with song ? 
For the hands of their kingdom are strong. 

In truth " the hands of their kingdom are 
strong." But there is hardly more than a hint 
of the astounding and awful tragedy in this book, 
hardly more than a suggestion anywhere of 
Maupassant's trial as with fire and his utter 
incredible breakdown. Frangois appears never 
to have seen much more than the outside of hi& 
master, and that, as I have said, was common- 
place enough ; but Maupassant's tempera- 
ment was abnormal and deserves a careful and 
sympathetic study. 

In order to give my readers an adequate com- 
prehension of Maupassant's passionate endow- 
ment, or the strength of his temptation, or 
the horror of the tragedy, I should have to use 
plain words, and that is impossible in any English 
book. The tragedy is there, and the lesson 
flamed out in letters of fire ; but the purblind 
Puritans, Lord Radnor and Mrs. Scharlieb and 
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the Head Masters, have decided that the ostrich 
policy is the becoming and noble policy for 
English writers, and we poor scribes can only 
bow to infallible dictation. " Little Marys " we 
may write about, and " our obligations to our 
betters," and " our duties in that state of life 
into which it has pleased God to call us " ; but 
the great human problems are not to be discussed 
by us ; truth holds no sanctuary for us, but for 
the free peoples and their teachers, for the 
Sudermanns and Tolstoys and Artzibacheffs and 
d'Annunzios, but not for the Grundy-ridden 
countrymen of Shakespeare and Bacon. 

But to return to my text. If Frangois the 
valet has shown himself unable to depict his 
brilliant master, if he has not attempted to rise 
to the height of the great argument and justify 
the ways of God to men, he has incidentally painted 
himself as the very model of a wise and kindly 
valet, as a very honest, humble, reverent, human 
soul, and has besides reproduced Maupassant's 
daily life for us, and given us little sketches of 
Maupassant's mother and of some of his friends 
which are immediately recognizable. This leads 
me to fear that because I knew Maupassant 
well I am inchned to be a little unjust to this 
book, which does after all perhaps in a degree 
make up for the want of personal knowledge, 
and does supply some of those little personal 
peculiarities which bring the man before us in 
his habit as he lived. Moreover, there are in 
this book a few pages of high interest in which 
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Maupassant reveals himself, or at least his 
mind, at its best. I make no apology for tran- 
scribing those which I regard as eminently 
worthful and characteristic. 

I was introduced to Maupassant by Blanche 
R , an exceedingly fair American with mag- 
nificent red hair, who figures in the first pages of 
this book as " the author of several novels " and 
" as intelligent as she was beautiful." We dined 
together, and Maupassant took away my 
breath by declaring that he hated writing and 
only whipped himself to the work by thoughts 
of the money he would make and the pleasant 
yachting trips which the money would buy for 
him : Pegasus only valuable as a grocer's 
nag. To Frangois he confesses that this is 
not the whole truth, not even the best part 
of the truth. " There are in France some fifty 
thousand young men of good birth and fairly 
well off," he says, " who are encouraged to live 
a life of complete idleness. They must either 
cease to exist or must come to see that there can 
be no happiness, no health even, without regular 
daily labour of some sort. . . . The need of 
work is in me," he concludes. " As soon as I 
have finished all the novels and short stories 
I have in my head I shall write a sort of general 
analysis of my works, and then I'll review all 
the great writers whom I think I have under- 
stood. That would be an easy piece of work for 
me and of great interest to younger writers. 
Besides, it would delight me to reread again all 



240 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

the masters who have afforded me intellectual 
enjoyment," 

As every one knows, he admired Flaubert more 
than any modern writer ; he used to speak of him 
as his spiritual father, and insisted that after 
France had passed through a dozen revolutions 
and had forgotten all the other writers of the 
time, Flaubert would be studied as a classic, as 
one " who had lent French prose divine grace 
and harmony." 

Maupassant's praise was often astonish- 
ingly generous. Already, in '88, he talked of 
Bourget as a master, and of Zola as " a great 
writer ... a considerable literary value," 
though he could not help adding, with char- 
acteristic frankness, " personally, I don't like 
the man." He did not like his work either ; 
indeed Zola's method of work was the absolute 
antithesis to his own, and if we consider the two 
ways we shall find that Maupassant's method 
was right, and Zola's wrong. Here is the com- 
parison as recorded by Frangois. First of all, 
Maupassant admits that " Zola is a relentless 
workman, willing to Undergo any labour. He's 
now thinking of writing a novel on every different 
class of labourer. fBut a man of real talent 
oughtn't to do that sort of thing. He should 
only write what he has felt, what he has seen and 
understood.) I'd go even further and say he 
should only write of what he loves and of what 
he hates, of what he has lived, suffered, and 
enjoyed. I'm not tempted to imitate Zola." 
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It was well for him that he saw so truly or felt 
so finely. There are books of Zola which are 
mere rubbish-heaps of industry. 

Before leaving this book I must just touch on 
Maupassant's religious beliefs, for, after all, it 
is from what a man believes about this life and 

j the next that we get his true measure. The 
pages on the death of his brother, and Mau- 
passant's visit to his tomb, are among the best 
in the book. Maupassant did not give himself 
readily to strangers ; but his family affections 
and his rare friendships were peculiarly passionate 
and tender. His mother was an ideal to him, 

! and he mourned his brother as one who would 
not be comforted. " I saw him die," he says. 
" According to the doctors, he should have died 
the day before ; but he was waiting for me and 
would not go without seeing me once more and 
saying ' good-bye ' to me again. ' Adieu . . . 
Au revoir peut-etre ? . . . Qui salt ? ' " And 
then this deeper word still about Jesus. Pointing 
to the great figure of the Christ outside a cemetery, 

; Maupassant said : " Surely the finest intelli- 
gence and the most perfect nature ever seen on 
earth when one thinks of all He did ! And He 
was only thirty-three when they crucified Him ! 
. . . Napoleon I, whom I admire, though only 
for his genius, said of Him : ' In all that that 
Man did— God or not— there is something 
mysterious, incomprehensible. . . .' " 

Yesterday I went out to " Les Ravenelles," 
his mother's villa in Nice, set on a little height 
Id 
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behind the Rue de France, where Maupassant 
spent that 1st of January, 1892, his last day on 
earth as a man among men. The " Vampire " 
in grey silk had just paid him another visit and 
had left him drained of strength and hope, 
exhausted, enerved, reeling. In spite of his 
indescribable wretchedness and misery, that 
" malaise indicible," he would not alarm his 
mother by his absence on such a day ; but 
dragged himself over from Cannes, and gave her 
whom he loved so tenderly the illusion at least 
that he was getting better. The effort cost him 
more than life. He returned to Cannes by train, 
and at two the next morning Frangois heard him 
ringing and hurried to his bedside, only to find 
his master streaming in blood and mad. Au 
rancart ! au rancart ! 

To-day I went through the little, low, two- 
storied villa, and sat where he had sat, and 
walked where he had walked. Here, on this 
raised, half-moon terrace ; on that bright, clear 
day, with the sunshine sparkling over theye on 
the roofs and on the blue sea he had always 
taken such pleasure in ; here he stood, another 
Antony, and fought a more terrible fight than 
the Roman ever imagined. I had seen him a 
month before, and had had a long, intimate talk 
with him which cannot be set down in these 
pages ; but it enables me to picture him as 
he was on that fatal morning. He had taken 
Frangois with him to cook his food ; he meant to 
give himself every chance of winning in the fight, 
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and now, the meal over, the strain of talking 
and pretending grew intolerable, and he came 
out here by himself, with only the blue, unheeding 
sky above and the purple, dancing sea in front 
to mock his agony. 

How desperately he struggled for control ; 
now answering some casual remark of his friends, 
now breaking out into cold sweat of dread as he 
felt the rudder slipping from his hand ; called 
■back to sanity again by some laughing remark, 
or other blessed sound of ordinary life, and then, 
again, swept off his feet by the icy flood of sliding 
memory and dreadful thronging imaginings, with 
the awful knowledge behind knocking at his 
consciousness that he was already mad, mad — 
never to be sane again, mad — ^that the awful 
despairing effort to hold on to the slippery rock 
and not to slide down into the depths was all in 
vain, that he was slipping, slipping in spite of 
himself, in spite of bleeding fingers, falling — 
falling. . . . 

Hell has no such horror ! There in that 
torture chamber — did it last but a minute — ^he 
paid all debts, poor, hounded, hunted creature 
with wild beseeching eyes, choking in the grip 
of the foulest spectre that besets humanity. . . . 
And all for what ? For another long hour with 
the " bourgeoise de plus grand chic . . . d'une 
beaute remarquable," all for another kiss from 
the lady of remarkable beauty, " to whom he was 
always glad to say ' good-bye.' " 

The worship of the great goddess Aselgeia is 
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sweet indeed, honey to the lips ; but the price 
she exacts from her devotees is appalling. How 
many of them I have known, and how brilliant 
they were : her victims are taken from the most 
gifted of the sons of men. As the clown says in 
Twelfth Night : 

Pleasure will be paid some time or other. 



TALKS WITH PAUL VERLAINE 

1IFE needs reporters, and creates them every- 
i where. Not a tree but keeps a tally of the 
winters and summers it has passed, and in its 
knots and twists bears witness to the storms and 
strains it has endured. 

Nature even, motionless and inarticulate 
Nature, is occupied with its own biography, and 
keeps its own record ; buried forests write their 
story in coalfields ; forgotten seas describe their 
vicissitudes, and show us the form and imprint 
of their inhabitants in chalk-cliffs and gravel- 
beds ; the hardest granite and porphyry blocks 
testify to their fiery origin and describe the chief 
mishaps they have suffered. Even the blazipg 
suns analyse themselves for the spectroscope, 
and invisible stars register their weight and orbit 
in the deflection of neighbouring planets. There 
is not a thought in the mind which does not 
inscribe itself in the furthest star, and the paUmp- 
sest of the universe from the birth of time is 
repeated again in the being of the youngest child. 

And if all creation, from the sun to the grain 
of sand, tells its story and records its fate, how 
much the more shall man sing his sorrow and 
his joy 1 For man is something more than a 

24S 
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reporter ; and that something more is the source 
and secret of hjs ineffable superiority : he is 
artist as well. /He divines the hidden meaning 
in nature, theshalf -disclosed aim, and he does 
this by virtue of the fact that the eternal purpose 
works in him even more clearly than without 
him, and shows itself in his very growth. The 
artist is not content merely to report his suffer- 
ings and his pleasures, he makes epics of his 
adventures, dramas of his strugglings, lyrics of 
his love.^ 

Some of us believe that this artist-fimction 
(because the latest in development) is the high- 
est ; but that the statue of Hermes is more 
important than Greek life, that Tacitus and his 
History are more valuable than Rome, that all 
England and English worth found expression in 
Shakespeare, in fact that the dream of life itself 
is not so memorable as the telling. The work- 
man and the merchant, the lawyer and doctor, 
the man of science and lawgiver and priest aU 
live and labour as material for the Singer. 
Nothing endures like the word : "it liveth and 
it conquereth for evermore." 

It is not wonderful then that men should be 
curious about the poets and artists of their own 
time. They will take more and more interest in 
them, and not less, as they advance in wisdom. 
I need no excuse, therefore, for talking here of 
Verlaine, for he, too, was one of " the sacred 
band." 

Paul Verlaine did not look like one's ideal of 
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a poet : he is best to be seen in Rothenstein's 
pencil sketch ; his Ukeness to Socrates was 
extraordinary. One could have sworn that the 
old Sileilus-mask was come to life again in him. 
But Verlaine had not the figure of the great 
fighter : though of average height he was punily 
made and inclined to be podgy. With his care- 
less, slovenly dress he would have passed un- 
remarked in any street crowd, French or English. 
He seemed, indeed, to wish to avoid notice : 
there was something timid and shy, a shrinking 
even, in his manner, due to constitutional 
nervousness rather than to reserve. With friends 
Verlaine gave himself as freely and simply in talk 
as he Hid in his writings. I have never known 
any human being with such childlike, perfect 
frankness, such a transparent sincerity in thought 
and being. After a couple of hours spent with 
him I found myself wondering whether anyone 
by mere frankness could be so charming. Of 
course it was the absence of malice in Verlaine, 
the absence of all spite and envy and hatred, the 
lovingkindness of the man which was so engaging, 
and a touch of gay ironic humour lent an ineffable 
fascination to his childlike good nature. 

The first evening he dined with me he told me 
of an adventure which seems to me characteristic. 
After he came out of prison in Belgium he made 
his way to England. In London poverty forced 
him to offer himself as a teacher of French. 

" I was engaged," he said, " almost immedi- 
ately by a clergyman at Bournemouse at seventy 
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pounds a year, sans hlanchissage. ' No washing ' 
was wonderful to me," he added, " because I use 
so little " — ^and he smiled. 

" Ze train was arranged for me and everything, 
and I was met at ze station by a big man, a 
clergyman. 

" ' Are you Mr. Verlaine ? ' he asked. 

" I say ' Yes,' and he shake me by the hand, 
and talk to me the most terrible French I have 
ever heard. His accent was more than an 
accent ; it was a new language. One had to guess 
at his meaning. I could really understand him 
better when he talked English, though I only 
knew half a dozen words. He took me to his 
house, which was the school, and treated me 
splendidly. He showed me ze room that was to 
be mine, and asked me to dinner. His wife was 
charming to me, and they both told me they were 
sure I should succeed. I could only say, ' I will 
do my best.' 

" After dinner ze clergyman told me he thought 
it better I should rest ze next day, and get to 
know ze place and school and everything. He 
was kind to me and thoughtful. There were 
coloured texts in my room, very beautiful texts, 
and time-tables — ^the time to post letters, time 
to get up, time to go to bed — ^and. there was a 
Bible on my table de niiit ; the clergyman was 
very English. I told him I was willing to begin 
at once, but he would not hear of it, so I rested 
the whole day. Next morning he came into my 
room to introduce me to the boys. 
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" ' Your first class will be a drawing class,' 
he said. 

" ' Drawing ! ' I cried. ' I know nozzing of 
drawing.' 

" ' Every Frenchman,' he said, ' can draw.' 

" ' But I cannot draw,' I exclaimed in an 
agony, ' not at all ; I have never held a pei^cil 
in my life. I came to teach French ; I really 
know French.' 

" ' Yes,' he say to me, smiling and putting his 
hand on my shoulder, ' but you do not know 
much English yet, and until you do know a little 
more English I think I had better go on teaching 
French ! ' 

" ' Mon Dieu, mon Dieu,' I said to myself, but 
I could not find words to answer him. He took 
me into the class and put a wooden cone on the 
table and told the boys to draw it. I was to 
correct zere drawings. 

" What I teach the boys I do not know, I 
taught myself more than I ever taught myself 
in my life. In a fever I studied light and shade 
for an hour. Of course I was a little better than 
the boys ; but I was no more master of drawing 
than he was master of French. Oh, his French, 
it was horrible ! He talked out ze verbs in a 
loud voice, and ze class had to repeat zem after 
him, and no Frenchman could have understood 
what he was saying. Such a language I never 
heard in my life. He was very EngUsh, but he 
was kind to me always. I had to go out long 
walks with the boys. Some of the older boys 
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were interesting, and ze country about Bourne- 
mouse was beautiful. That English life was new 
to me. It was strange and it absorbed me : it 
healed me. It was like an oasis in the burning 
desert of my life. I got quite well in Bourne- 
mouse, but why was it — seventy poxmds a year, 
sans blanchissage ? " and he murmiu'ed to him- 
self, shrugging his shoulders, " sans blanchissage, 
et je rri'en sers de si peu ! " Again and again — 
" Seventy pounds a year, sans blanchissage" 

" I am glad you hked English life," I said to 
him, " and Bournemouth." 

" It was healthy," h« replied, " and ze clergy- 
man he meant well with his texts and time- 
tables ; and I learned a good deal of English, 
and read some Shakespeare. Quel divine poete ! 
I could never understand how that clergyman 
and Shakespeare could be of the same race." 

I was eager to find out how much Verlaine 
knew of Shakespeare ; whether he had divined 
him at all. But when I pressed him he took 
refuge in generalities ; and when I tried to get 
to my end by comparisons he would not be 
netted. He likened Shakespeare to Racine for 
beauty of phrase ; and when I tried to say that 
there was no magic in Racine, no word or thought 
comparable to Shakespeare's best, he accepted 
what I said with smiling good humoiir. The 
acceptance was evidently of politeness and not 
agreement. 

It was difficult to get at the soul of the man, 
difficult to reconcile this charming faun-like 
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creature with the hero of a strange and tragic 
story, and yet I felt that the two were identical, 
that behind Verlaine's openness and sincerity 
were depths of feeling. Every one who has read 
Verlaine's early lyrics must have heard of his 
life's tragedy, of his passionate admiration for 
the youth Arthur Rimbaud and the terrible 
outcome of it. It can be told here very briefly. 
Verlaine left his wife and child and Went to 
Brussels with Rimbaud. After living together 
some time they quarrelled, and Verlaine followed 
his friend one night to a brothel and in a fit of 
mad jealousy shot him. While Rimbaud lay 
wounded in hospital, Verlaine was sentenced to 
a year's imprisonment. It was in prison that 
the poet first came to repentance and the humility 
of the Christian faith, and thus reached the 
apparent disharmony of his dual existence. For 
all through his life afterwards he floated from 
passion to repentance, from the pride of the 
flesh to sorrow for sin in perpetual alternation. 
Never was there such a sinner and such sincerity 
of sorrow. 

But very few know more than the bare outline 
of the story, though Madame Verlaine is still 
alive, and her account of what happened forty 
years ago is easily obtained. She is, I believe, 
about to publish her " Memoirs " and to relate, 
in detail her relations with " Verlaine," as she 
always calls her husband. Meanwhile it is of 
interest to psychologists just to consider what 
she has to tell of that almost accidental meeting 
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with Rimbaud which had such a profound effect 
on Verlaihe's life. Madame Verlaine is now a 
comfortable-looking old lady, who has long lost 
the " thin arms " the poet sung, though " the 
merry eyes " of her youth are still to be divined. 
She is anything but diffident, and talks of her 
past life with complete frankness and a curious 
detachment. 

" We had just returned from the country," 
she began, " we had been staying at my hus- 
band's place at Fampoux. We called at 
Lemerre's (the publisher's). Verlaine was given 
a letter with some verses signed Rimbaud. 
' They're very good ! ' he said, and showed them 
to my mother, to Charles Cros, and to Banville. 
' Astoundingly good,' they all agreed. ' You 
must ask the poet to come to see you.' And on 
the spot they subscribed to pay the expense of 
the journey. At that time we were living with 
my father and mother in a little hotel in the 
Rue Nicolet. In the linen-room there was a 
little iron camp-bed, which my brother Charles 
de Sivry used to put at the disposal sometimes 
of any student friend who might be hard up. 
We decided to let Rimbaud have it. . . . Ver- 
laine went to meet him at the station ; while he 
was absent Rimbaud arrived : a great mane of 
untidy hair, fat cheeks, skin tanned by the sun, 
fine eyes though, and short trousers : he seemed 
shy and sulky. He must have been about my 
own age," Madame Verlaine went on medita- 
tively, " about seventeen. Verlaine came back : 
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we all began to talk. . . . From that moment 
Verlaine altered to me. He went back to the 
life of the cafe and tjie morning drink, and used 
often to come home in a bad temper, ... I was 
very young and I put Verlaine's liking for 
Rimbaud down to the beautiful things Rimbaud 
wrote ; for every one admired him, but all the 
same I said to myself that his influence on 
Verlaine was a bad one. . . . Then I had my 
son Georges, and he made up to me for the con- 
stant scenes. . . . One morning I awoke with 
dreadful neuralgia. Verlaine went out as he said 
to fetch Dr. Cros. At noon he had not come 
back. Night came and no Verlaine. For four 
whole days my father searched Paris for him: 
he had gone away with Rimbaud and had taken 
all his money with him (I had oinly a small 
income). ... At first I was overwhelmed. Then 
my courage returned : I wouldn't give my hus- 
band up without a struggle. I managed to find 
his address. I wrote to him in Brussels ; finally 
he consented to see me. Off I went with my 
mother, leaving my child in Paris. I met 
Verlaine in the morning in a little hotel, I think 
it was called L'Hotel LUgeois. I begged him to 
return with me. He refused. I proposed that 
we should travel : he refused. A new idea came 
to me. What if we went to New Caledonia, he 
had friends there, Louise Michel and others : we 
should see new countries ? The idea appealed 
to him. He said he'd meet me that afternoon 
and tell me. ... At five o'clock that evening 
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we met in the public garden near the station. 
He seemed sulky, as he often was after drinking 
coffee. ' Well ? ' He replied casually that he'd 
go with me. I went over all trembling with joy 
and told my mother : ' He accepts.' ' What ? ' 
' Don't let us waste time talking : let's start.' 

" We all went to the station and got into the 
train for Paris. After it started we ate some cold 
chicken. Verlaine didn't speak a word : he 
pulled his hat down over his eyes and went to 
sleep. We reached the frontier, and had to get 
down for the Customs. Afterwards we went to 
the train. But Verlaine wasn't with us. We 
hunted everywhere for him high and low — ^in 
vain. The train was starting : the porters 
pushed us in : I was almost out of my mind. 
Suddenly, there before me on the platform was 
Verlaine. ' Jump in, jump in,' cried my mother 
to him. ' Come,' I cried, ' the train's starting.' 
' I'm not going,' he replied, and he pulled his 
soft felt hat down over his eyes resolutely. I 
never saw him afterwards. . . . 

" At first I was dreadfully unhappy. Verlaine 
talks in a poem of my voice as weak, that of a 
consumptive. It was true : regret made me ill. 
For five years I was as near death as could be. It 
was only the thought of my son that gave me 
the strength to struggle. Once the child got 
measles and was very ill. I'll never forget my 
anxiety : I was desperate. . . . 

" Well, just then Verlaine wanted to see him. 
My mother consented, hoping to bring about a 
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reconciliation. I had no hope, haxdly the wish, 
Verlaine was so weak, so changeable. I stayed 
in the next room and would not see him. I did 
right : he never came back again. . . . Oh, he 
wrote me — interminable letters, innunierable ! 
For three years I kept them without opening one. 
I remember getting one letter from him in which 
he said : 

" ' If you're not back with me by noon I'll kill 
myself.' 

" I only read it three years later. ... I 
suppose he loved me still, or thought he did. 
He was kind ; but so weak, so unstable, un- 
trustworthy — ^like water, terrible ! I wanted to 
forget him, and I succeeded at length, I had 
to. . . ." 

How natural the scenes, how lifelike the 
actors ! Can one ever forget Verlaine on the 
platform, moody, pulling his hat down over his 
eyes, " I'm not going " — ^and his child- wife wild 
with anxiety about her boy, but resolved not 
to see the father, waiting in the next room till he 
shoTild go : he had hurt her too deeply : " I 
wanted to forget him, I had to. . . ." What a 
picture etched by life ! 

I was in constant relations with Verlaine, both 
as editor and friend, for the last few years of his 
life. I published some poems of his in The 
Fortnightly Review, though I had a good deal 
of difficiilty with my directors in getting adequate 
payment for poetry, and French poetry was 
anathema to them. When I sent Verlaine his 
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cheque he used to reply in a letter thanking me, 
and at the end of a month or so he would write 
me another letter saying he hoped I liked his 
poem, and woidd I send the money for it to the 
above address. Of course I wrote to him saying 
I had already sent the money and held his 
receipt for it. He wrote back agreeing with me 
and excusing himself, saying he was so hard up 
that he liked to think he had not been paid. 
Of course I did what others would have done, 
and sent him more than I owed. There was 
something of the wisdom of the serpent mingled 
with his childlike frankness. 

In those latter days Verlaine was to be seen 
at his best in a restatu-ant on the BouV Mich', 
where he often spent his evenings. He used to 
sit in a corner drinking and talking of poetry 
and literature with a little crowd of fervent 
admirers about him. Every student who came 
in made a point of passing his corner and of bow- 
ing to him in greeting with a cher maitre. 

Verlaine accepted the homage with a child's 
unfeigned delight. It was to him a sort of 
apotheosis, the reward of much suffering. One 
night some one begged him to recite " Le pauvre 
Gaspard," a most characteristic poem, as char- 
acteristic perhaps of Verlaine as " The Last 
Word " is of Matthew Arnold. The poem is 
founded, I imagine, on a word of Alfred de Musset 
— " Suis-je ne trop tot ou trop tard ? " But the 
question is brought to intenser significance by 
Verlaine. The last verse runs ; 
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Suis-je ne trop t6t ou trop tard ? 
Qu'est-ce que je fais en ce monde ! 
Oh, vous tous, ma peine est profonde : 
Priez pour le pauvre Gaspard. 

He recited the verses perfectly, bringing out 
all the pathos of them, while marking the 
rhythm with a gesture of his left hand. A silence 
as of unshed tears followed, and in the silence he 
repeated the last verse again, as if to himself, 
slowly, sadly, and then suddenly his mood 
changed and in the last line he substituted 
" payez " for " priez," smiling at us the while 
mischievously. Of course we were all too eager 
to pay for this poor Gaspard. 

I have left myself practically no space to 
speak of Verlaine's achievement as a poet, but 
there is less need for that, as his work is known 
and loved wherever French is read. There is no 
more beautiful poetry in the language. Ver- 
laine's name will be coupled with Villon's in the 
future as a writer of the best French lyrics. His 
religious poems deserve still higher place perhaps. 
He is the greatest Christian singer since Dante, 
and his passionate sincerity of feeling brought 
new effects into French poetry. There is a 
singular directness and simplicity in his best 
verse which is very rare, and he uses a childlike 
repetition with extraordinary impressiveness : 

Vous connaissez tout cela, tout cela, 
Et que je suis plus pauvre que personne, 
Vous connaissez tout cela, tout cela, 
Mais ce que j'ai, mon Dieu, je vous le donne. 

17 
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IS there any pleasure after forty like finding 
a new book, meeting a new man ? The gasp 
of excitement, the hope, the flutterings' of delight, 
the growing conviction that the book has widened 
the mental horizon, is a classic therefore, a 
possession of the spirit for ever — ^all the joys soon 
merged in curiosity as to the writer : Who is he ? 
How did life treat him ? To what qualities in 
him do we owe this deathless work ? 

There before me is the book Insect Life, the 
author's name, before unknown, now radiant — 
J. H. Fabre. Where does Browning talk of the 
delight of seeing and naming a star ? No shadow 
of doubt in the recognition, no hesitation possible. 
Fabre has revealed a new world to us ; beneath 
our very feet indeed — -the world of the infinitely 
little, with its innumerable tiny inhabitants, each 
living his own life and dying his own death. The 
comedies and tragedies of their existence are 
shown us with simple, scrupulous care, and we 
realize at once that this world, too, is all fashioned 
by a God with purposes we cannot fathom, to 
ends inconceivable — all mysterious, indeed, and 
wonderful to us ; now innocently beautiful as 
a June morning, now grotesque and petty, now 
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sublime, now horrible : self-abnegation and love 
working through blood and lust to some unknown 
goal or — ^to no goal at all ; for the darkness is 
impenetrable : the doubt will not be laid. 

The shallow, modern optimist is brought to 
shame at once. Fabre, it appears, is already a 
very old man — eighty -seven indeed ; has worked 
as a natiiralist in a village in Languedoc for 
three-quarters of a century ; has written and 
published thirty volumes, and was only dis- 
covered by the wise men in Paris the other day, 
when, as he says himself a little sadly, " I'm past 
work." 

Yet there can be no question about his value. 
Maeterlinck calls Fabre " one of the glories of 
the civilized world . . . one of the most profound 
admirations of my life." Rostand talks of him 
as a savant who " thinks like a philosopher and 
■vyrites like a poet," and Richepin joins in the 
chorus. For the first time in my memory 
Frenchmen of all schools are agreed that Fabre 
is one of the great natiu-aUsts of the world, and 
yet if he had died at eighty-five hardly one man 
in ten thousand of his own countrymen would 
have known his name. So much for popular 
appreciation of genius in a democracy. 

Yet his life has been as noble as his work. 
The son of a poor peasant, he taught himself to 
read by the light of a pine-cone — a tallow candle 
being too dear. After hours of study on winter 
nights he used to lie with the sheep in order to 
get warm, and was often awakened by the 
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howling around the fold of the savage wolves of 
the Rouergue. He paid his way through the 
College at Rodez by his services as a choir-boy, 
and then set himself to study Nature on an 
empty stomach, but with a new book of poetry 
in his pocket. Poverty has been his companion 
throughout his life : even now the house he lives 
in with his wife and children is a peasant's 
cottage distempered rose-red with jalousies 
painted pea-green, and his food and clothing are 
simple in the extreme. Yet he looks on life 
bravely, fairly, without affectation of trixmaph, 
and without bitterness : " it's wretched luck," 
he says, " that now I've got some good ideas I'm 
unable to carry them out. ... I can only think 
when I'm walking about, and," he adds with 
regret, " my legs have given out." 

I don't know how to begin telling all that 
Fabre has done in his seventy-five years of labour ; 
the result is colossal. Ten volumes on insects 
and their lives and instincts, and ten or twelve 
other volumes with a practical lesson in each of 
them. One on the domestic animals, one on the 
animals useful to agriculture, another on insects 
hurtful to agriculture, another on botany, yet 
another on " The Earth " and a companion 
volume on " The Heavens." There are besides 
lectiu-es on zoology, lectiu-es on history and 
agricultural chemistry, chapters on coins and 
poetry — five thousand pages, in which one finds 
everywhere the patient, loving observations of 
the naturalist arranged by a consummate artist 
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and set to words by a poet. Fabre, it seems to 
me, has written the first book of the new Bible, 
the Bible of Nature. 

Let us take him as our guide in this new world 
for a little while. He begins by talking about 
the sacred beetle of the Egyptians, the common 
beetle of the South of Frsince, which every one 
has seen on the road pushing an enormous ball 
ten times as big as himself up hill and down dale 
with feverish energy and indefatigable perse- 
verance. Scarcely one observer in a hundred 
cares to notice that the booty is made up of cow- 
dung or other excrement, that the beetle is one 
of the most assiduous of Nature's scavengers. 
Again and again the sturdy little creature in its 
gleaming black armour pushes the ball up some 
steep hill ; half-way up a blade of grass hinders 
it and suddenly ball and Sisyphus-workman roll 
to the bottom over and over again in hideous 
defeat. The beetle returns to his task undis- 
mayed, and after inconceivable efforts gets the 
ball where he wants it. 

Often he has to fight as well as labour. Another 
beetle will come down and perch on top of the 
ball and annex it, and strike down the true pro- 
prietor as soon as he advances to the attack. 
His coiu-age is beyond question ; he attacks 
again and again until he drives away the robber 
or until he is convinced that the robber is the 
stronger, in which case he hurries back to the 
dung-heap and begins to form another ball, 
which he will again push to its destination. 
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Worse even than the robber is to be met with 
in the beetle's struggle for life. Sometimes 
another beetle quietly joins the proprietor and 
at first makes some show of aiding him by pulling 
the ball while the proprietor pushes it. After a 
little while, however, the parasite usually tires 
of the work, and calmly climbs on top of the ball, 
and allows the indefatigable proprietor to push 
him as well as his dinner to the common refectory. 

When the beetle has got the ball where he 
wants it, in some sunny, quiet corner, he imme- 
diately begins to dig out a cave twenty times 
as large as himself, and ten times as deep. As 
soon as he is lost to view the parasite seizes the 
opportunity and begins pushing the ball away 
for himself. But the proprietor, down in his 
cave, returns every now and then to the stirface, 
and as soon as he misses the ball hurries after it 
and the parasite. Sometimes the parasite will 
coolly pretend the baU is his, but, as a rule^ he 
does not want to fight, and therefore becomes 
very officious indeed in pushing the ball back 
to the refectory. When the proprietor has care- 
fully lowered the ball into the cave the two 
construct a roof, and thus shut themselves out 
from the world in a warm, half-dark cave. In 
solemn silence and shade they begin the most 
extraordinary banquet that has yet been recorded 
in the world. For twenty or thirty days they will 
sit opposite each other eating without inter- 
mission or pause day and night till the last atom 
has been consumed, leaving as proof of their 
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powers a long thread of excrement which runs 
into yards each day, and each day weighs as 
much as the feasters. And this. Gargantuan 
banquet is not only for private pleasm-e, but also 
subserves the public health, for the excrement 
of the sheep and cow is thus cleared away and 
prevented from infecting the upper air. 

But feeding is only, one small part of the 
activity of the beetle. Fabre looks not upon 
hunger, nor upon love, but on maternity as the 
sovereign inspirer of instinct. A male beetle 
will make a great booty and eat it, but when the 
female wishes to lay her eggs the two make a 
ball many times larger composed of finer nutri- 
ment for the benefit of the larva. They pick out 
a sunny bank and dig a large subterranean 
chamber in which the immense ball of food is 
gradually formed into the shape of a pear, and 
pressed and patted and beaten till the outside 
of it is as smooth as silk. This outside plays the 
part of a shell, and is soon hardened by the heat 
of the summer sun to the firmneiss of terra-cotta. 
This shell, so to speak, is intended to keep the 
inside soft and eatable in spite of the heat for 
several weeks. 

The female Fays her egg in the small end of the 
pear, and round it she puts the finer milky 
nourishment of her own body for the little worm 
to eat as soon as it is born. With infinite care 
she closes the aperture over the egg so that a 
certain amount of air can penetrate to the larva, 
and then she and her mate leave their work and 
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go in search of food. If the beetle is a glutton 
when it eats, it labours magnificently, and when 
constructing the nest for its young often goes 
without food for weeks at a time ; in fact it is 
an ebony jar of energy which it dispenses for its 
offspring. 

And the little worm when it wakes to life and 
looks about it for nourishment shows just as 
wonderful instinct. If you pierce his birth- 
chamber with a needle and let the air in while 
trying to study him, he will at once close it up 
with excrement, and repeat the experiment as 
often as you please. 

But how, it may be asked, does the little larva 
manage to get out of his terra-cotta prison ? 
He has to reckon, it appears, on chance for 
salvation. The first rainy day will make his 
prison soft and spongy, and he can cut his way 
out into the light. If no rain falls he dies. The 
first day of his deliverance he takes a sun bath. 
He will crawl on to a blade of grass and sit 
sunning himself all day long without an attempt 
to find food, the next day his appetite awakens, 
and his normal life begins. 

Fabre describes other nests as complicated as 
the nest of this beetle is simple ; nests that are 
found five feet and six feet undergroxmd ; nests 
with long corridors and galleries where not one 
pear is prepared for the offspring, but half a 
dozen ; and where the heat of the sun is tem- 
pered for the little naked worm. 

The maternal instinct, with its self-sacrifice 
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and foresight and care, is often wise with the 
wisdom of a fiend, and cruel to a degree almost 
unknown among beings of a larger growth. 
The hardest problem for the mother is to ensure 
good food for her offspring— food that will remain 
soft and eatable and, if possible, fresh for weeks. 
Certain species have hit upon a remarkable way 
of solving the difficulty. Fabre found in their 
nests what seemed at first to him the carcasses of 
other beetles. Then he was struck by the fact 
that these carcasses had not gone bad. Studying 
the bodies, he discovered that the beetles were 
still alive, and they lived on under glass -in his 
room for as much as a month or five weeks. 
Yet they could not move, and could do nothing 
to defend themselves — could indeed be eaten 
while alive by the tiny, soft larva. They had been 
paralysed, in fact — but how ? 

First of all he noticed that nearly all of them 
belonged to one species, and then he discovered 
that this species had the ganglia of motor-nerves 
concentrated just between the corselet over the 
chest and the corselet over the stomach. Here, 
then, was the vulnerable point. An experiment 
or two showed him that if he pricked them in this 
spot with a needle having a drop of ammonia on 
it he could paralyse the motive centres — ^in fact, 
he could make the beetle as helpless as he had 
found it in the nest. The next thing was to find 
out whether this was the way their enemies 
proceeded. 

In a chapter called " A Clever Butcher " he 
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tells us the story : he watched the insects at 
work. The insect he calls the Cerceris is the 
butcher. The Cerceris seizes the larger beetle by 
the head and pushes him backwards till the 
corselet protecting the chest and the corselet 
protecting the stomach are separated; he then 
darts his sting into the ganglia between the two 
armours. Immediately the beetle falls as if 
struck by lightning. Its legs may move spas- 
modically for a second or two, but that's all. 
Its assailant stands watching its victim in its 
agony. When the Cerceris sees that the beetle 
is quiet he drags it off by the leg to lay up in 
warm storage for weeks and weeks, to be eaten 
bit by bit, while still alive, by the little larva. 
No more horrible cruelty can be imagined. 
Tennyson was right when he talked of Nature 
lending evil dreams. But what cleverness in the 
Cerceris ! Who taught the little beast the vulner- 
able point ? If chance discovered the weak spot 
it needed rea,soning power to act on the dis- 
covery and turn hazard into instinct. But Fabre 
wiU provide us with instances of still more 
diabolical cleverneps and still more fiendish 
cruelty. 

I have never heard or read of any fights so 
desperate, so diabolically clever and cruel, as 
those Tabre describes between insects. Dozens 
of different species paralyse their victims by 
stinging them in the nerve-centres. Not one 
bungles the operation or stings at random ; 
knowledge directs the weapon^ — one might almost 
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say scientific knowledge. As Fabre says, chance 
has no rule. 

But, after allj many of these combats are Uke 
a fight between a pirate and a merchant-ship — 
the difference in size is more than made up by 
the difference in armament. The pirate is sure 
to win. But Fabre tells also of death-struggles 
where every conceivable advantage is with the 
big fellow, and yet the daring little assailant 
brings off the victory. For example, every one 
knows the terrible spider of the South — ^the 
spider with the black beUy, the Tarantula — 
whose poisonous bite kills a mole or a small bird, 
and often makes even a man seriously ill. Well, 
there is a waspish creature called the Calicurgue 
Annel^, or Pompile, not half the size of the 
Tarantula, and with a sting not a tithe as veno- 
mous, who does not hesitate to attack the great 
spider. On dissecting the Tarantula, Fabre found 
that the thorax was the place in which a sting 
would paralyse its motor-nerves. He then 
brought the two enemies face to face. The dis- 
proportion in size, strength, and armour seemed 
enormous ; yet the Pompile was not frightened. 
He walked round the spider and halted, as if to 
seize it by a limb. At once the great Tarantula 
rose on its hind legs and opened its mouth : 
Fabre saw the poison glistening on its dagger 
fangs. The Pompile walked away, but was not 
frightened. It was the Tarantula that showed 
fear and hate ; he hurried after the Pompile and 
seized him ; put poison-fangs on him, but did 
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not bite ; why not ? Fabre could not imagine. 
But the fact remains. One day, however, the 
Pompile assaulted the Tarantula face to face and 
stung him — in the thorax ? No, he knew a trick 
worth two of that, a trick which the human 
anatomist had overlooked. 

If he paralysed the motor-nerves the Tarantula 
might still bite him. With the utmost precision 
and care the Pompile stabbed the great spider 
in the mouth, thus rendering him incapable of 
using his fangs, and then, after examining his 
head to make sure it was powerless, he darted his 
sting into the thorax again and again, so that 
his young might not be incommoded by the 
spider's movements. The little insect is as clever 
as a surgeon practised in dissection. 

There is still another insect that attacks and 
conquers in the same way ; but as soon as it has 
brought off the stab in the mouth it executes a 
triumphal, ferocious war-dance roimd its victim. 
" Look at the great brute," it seems to say 
" I've pricked him and made him harmless ; 
I am a champion at the game." Then having 
made sure that its victim is indeed powerless to 
strike, it proceeds scientifically to paralyse one 
motor-centre after the other, and sometimes there 
are a dozen that must be operated upon before 
the victim is entirely helpless. 

The love-making of many insects is just as inter- 
esting as their mortal combats. Fabre has a chapter 
on the pairing of the Scorpions of Languedoc, which 
is more fascinating than most of our novels. 
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He begins by describing the creature. It is 
some three inches long, and straw-coloured. Its 
tail, which it generally carries arched over its 
back, is in reality the stomach, and the last joint 
of it contains the poisonous sting. The poison 
itself looks like a drop of water, and no chemical 
analysis of it has yet been successful, for when 
the ingredients revealed by the analysis are 
again combined, the poison has lost its power. 
The sting itself is very strong and sharp, curved 
like the striking tooth of a snake, and, like the 
sna;ke's poison-fang, the hole from which the 
poison issues is a little away from the end. The 
animal uses its front claws or pincers as a weapon 
or as a means of getting information. 

Fabre keeps his scorpions in a glass cage, and 
studies them at leisure. For the most part of 
the year they are quiet and solitary 5 two are 
never seen together. But in April they begin to 
move about and get lively. He suddenly becomes 
aware that they are eating one another ; here 
is a pair, and half of one is already consumed. 
Is it the result of a combat ? A little later he 
finds another, and yet another instance of canni- 
balism. As the summer advances the fact 
becomes common. He begins to study it. He 
notices at once that the one eaten is always 
middle-sized and a little paler in colour than the 
cannibal. In other words, it is the large brown 
female which eats the male. It is always the 
male which is eaten. Fabre pursues his investiga- 
tion by night with a lantern. To his astonish- 



270 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

ment he finds a sort of ball going on. These 
creatvires, which used to be so solitary and so shy, 
now come out of the shade and hurry together 
in crowds under the light as to a dance. Their 
agility makes the onlooker smile. Clearly they 
are sorting themselves out in pairs. Here the 
male touches a female with the end of his claw, 
but immediately springs back again as if he had 
been burnt. Another pair join hands, but as 
soon as their tails meet and touch they move 
away from each other as if in disgust. At times 
there is a regular tumult ; a whole crowd of 
claws and pincers and tails rubbing and touching 
and pinching, one scarcely knows whether in 
anger or in love. The play is madder than a 
romp of kittens. They all fly apart ; then they 
begin to come back again. Suddenly Fabre 
notices a pair who take hands in a friendly way, 
and rub tails together evidently content. Side 
by side, claw in claw, they walk away together. 
They are evidently courting like a village boy 
and girl. Every now and then the male caresses 
the back of his companion with his tail. The 
female accepts his caress. 

To his amazement, they stop and kiss. There 
can be no doubt about it. Fabre has watched it 
again and again. The two faces — or what shoiild 
be faces — come together and the two mouths 
meet. The two hands are clasped, too ; the male 
sometimes lets loose one pair of pincers in order 
to pass his claw tenderly over the horny head of 
his companion. Clearly the pair are kissing; 
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yet there is no face there, nothing but two eyes 
and a great cavity and a jaw, and yet the two 
horrible masks evidently enjoy the embrace. 
Now and then the male pretends to bite her, and 
his mouth mumbles her mouth, while his front 
claws are caressing the horrible mask that is no 
doubt lovely in his sight. There is a French 
proverb which says the dove invented the kiss, 
but the scorpion, Fabre declares, was before the 
dove. 

There is every trick of coquetry in this female. 
Suddenly she has had enough, and strikes the 
male's wrists away, and pretends to go off by 
herself. The male foUows her, takes her claws 
in one of his, and caresses her back with his tail. 
Again they resume their walk together. A piece 
of tile is in their way. At once the male works 
with his tail and one claw in order to make a cave 
underneath the tile. He tries to draw the female 
in ; but she resists ; she will not enter the 
newly made bridal-chamber. With sulky deter- 
mination she draws the male from underneath 
the tile, and they continue their walk. For hours 
the com-tship goes on. Again the male finds a 
sheltered nook ; this time under a slate. Again 
the female resists ; but this time the male is 
more determined, and draws her resolutely 
towards the cave in spite of her resistance. But 
when she comes to the edge of the slate she finds 
support. Not only does she root her claws in 
the ground, but curls her tail over so that it 
stems itself against the slate ; she then stiffens 
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into rigidity. The struggle continues minute 
after minute, but at length the male has to give 
in ; the pressure is relaxed and the walk is re- 
sumed, with its caressings and hideous kissings. 

This courtship has all sorts of incidents. 
Every now and then the pair meet some other 
females, who always stop and watch the couple, 
perhaps out of jealousy, for now and then one 
throws herself on the female and holds her claws 
and does her best to stop the walk. The male 
protests against the interference. He pulls and 
drags at his companion in vain ; he cannot 
budge the two females ; again and again he 
strains to the task, but without success. Suddenly 
he gives up the courtship and turns away. 
Another female is close by ; he seizes her by the 
claws and invites her to continue the promenade, 
but she will not ; she resists, struggles with him, 
and then scuttles away. Nothing daunted, he 
goes to a third in the crowd of female onlookers, 
and this time is more fortunate, the female 
accepts his claw and they go off together. - With 
this lady the coxu-tship is not so long. At the 
first piece of tile the male drops one claw of his 
companion and uses his free claw and his tail 
to hollow out a cave. Little by little he enters, 
drawing the complacent female with him. Soon 
they have both disappeared. A movement or 
two of the tail on the inside and a little mound 
of sand is pushed up behind them ; the door is 
shut, the couple are at home. 

Again and again Fabre lifts the tile, but dis- 
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covers nothing : the claws are intertwined, the 
mouths touching, but as soon as the light falls 
on them the lovers separate ; yet in the morning, 
if he leaves them undisturbed, he always finds 
the tragedy completed, the male has fulfilled the 
purpose of his brief life and is already partially 
devoured by the female. She goes to work quite 
calmly to eat him, and returns again and again 
to the hideous feast until her lover is all con- 
sumed except the hardest parts of his claws and 
tail. All the coquetry, all the love-making, all 
the caressing and kissing ends in the murder of 
the lover and the disgusting feast on his re- 
mains. 

Fabre does not forget to tell us what splendid 
mothers these cannibal, cruel female scorpions 
make. They take infinite care of their little ones, 
spending weeks on their nurture and training, 
weeks in which the mother does not even eat, so 
devoted is she to her young. 

Scorpions are supposed to be viviparous, but 
Fabre proves that their young come into the 
world in a sort of soft egg like a snake's egg, and 
have to be freed and cleansed by the mother. 

He tells, too, how the scorpion family is 
brought into the world in July, and how nearly 
he missed the experience because some great 
naturalist had said the time was September. 
For years, he declares, he has read very little. 
He prefers the book of Nature which is open 
before him and which does not lie. Most of the 
printed books, he says, even those of the masters, 

i8 
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are so full of errors that he prefers to see and 
record facts for himself. 

I should like to tell of Fabre's other activities 
and wider views. There is an interview with 
Pasteur as a young man which is a masterpiece 
of kindly observation and sunny humour. Fabre's 
poetry, too, should be described; for he has a 
genuine poetic gift, extraordinarily simple yet 
profoundly touching, with a rare feeling both 
for the colour of words and their rhjrthm. 

I like to picture him as he sits before his cottage ; 
the spare, bent figure ; the wide, soft hat, the 
soft, white, turned-down collar setting off the 
clean-shaven face — a finely balanced face which 
should have been drawn by Holbein, with its 
broad forehead, strong nose, and large, firm chin, 
for Holbein alone could give us the effect of the 
crow's-feet and the intent, piercing eyes, made 
small as if to shutter out the too strong light, the 
sharp eyes which are yet patient and at bottom 
very, very sad. 

For this is the soul of the great searcher after 
truth : he will see all there is to be seen and 
bring to the task infinite courage and patience ; 
but " vanity of vanities, all is vanity " is to him 
the conclusion of the whole matter : 

" I should like to believe in progress," he says, " in 
the gradual growth of intelligence from plane to plane, 
the progress upwards and development ; I should like 
to believe in it if I could ; but I can't. . . . 

" I find God in my own heart more clearly than 
anywhere in the outside world. . . . 
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" The world I have studied is a tiny worid, and yet 
this little patch of life is an infinite ocean, still un- 
soimded and full of undiscovered secrets. The light 
penetrates a little way below the surface ; but lower 
down all is darkness and silence, abyss opening into 
abyss. . . . 

" Success in this world is to the noisy and combative, 
to those who talk about themselves in and out of season 
like cheap jacks at a fair : they become known because 
they make a fuss," 

" But have you reached no conclusion, M. Fabre ? " 
one asks. " Does no hypothesis lead to the heart of 
the mystery ? " 

He shakes his head. " I have found none. To science 
nature is an enigma without a solution. Every genera- 
tion has its own pet hypothesis. We climb over the 
crumbling ruins of forgotten theories, but truth always 
escapes us. We have no net with which to capture 
truth. . . . 

" Are we not even a mystery to each other ? Nay, is 
hot each man a mystery to himself ? a creature of in- 
finite possibilities, of miserable imperfect achievement? " 

So talks a very wise man and certainly one of 
the best-read in the book of Nature of whom the 
eentttries have left us any record. 
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THERE is nothing very new to be said of 
Maurice Maeterlinck's work. While still a 
young man he had won place as an European 
celebrity. Plays like the Princesse Maleine and 
Pellias et MHisande were known at once and 
appreciated by the dozen or so lettered readers 
who are to be found in every capital. And the 
judgment of these refined jurors is very like the 
judgment of posterity in sympathetic compre- 
hension. 

In spite of these early successes Maeterlinck has 
gone on working, and in La Vie des Abeilles and 
Le Tresor des Humbles, in Monna Vanna, and 
La Magdalena he has given record of the various 
stages of his soul's growth. Since the death of 
Tolstoy he is perhaps the most interesting figure 
in modern Europe, arid certainly the most 
popular. Yet when one surveys the whole of 
his work one is tempted to doubt whether he will 
excite as much interest twenty years hence. His 
most characteristic and perhaps his best works 
so far are La Vie des Abeilles, Le Trisor des 
Humbles, and the play La Magdalena. Is there 
in them that fount of new truth or rare beauty 
which ensures perdurable renown ? 
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The boundaries of art are continually being 
extended and new fields added to her wide 
domain : Rousseau and Byron made descriptions 
of natural beauty a part of literature, and in our 
time the rights of citizenship, so to speak, have 
been conferred on the so-called lower animals. 
Fabre in Prance and Kipling in England have 
dramatized for us the tragedies of speechless 
suffering. 

This growth of sympathy and appreciation has 
its own peculiar charm, which is heightened by 
the novelty of the appeal : but I do not feel 
sure that the work done in these outlying new 
fields is as valuable and enduring as work done 
in the centre. The one subject for the artist 
which can never grow old, or fall out of fashion, 
or lose its pristine and permanent interest for us 
all, is man. Whatever has to do with humanity 
is of palmary importance : the heart does not 
alter or change : it is the same yesterday, to-day, 
and for ever. Paint a picture of a girl's love 
better than the Antigone, call her Francesca and 
confine her in hell, or Gretchen and condemn 
her to madness and prison, still the picture will 
delight every one age after age, and confer 
immortality on its author. Would one say as 
much of a scene which describes the loves or 
fears or hatreds of one of the lower animals ? I 
do not think so. 

There are superb qualities in the Life of the 
Bees by Maeterlinck ; chapters in which he shows 
himself a great naturalist ; others, like Le Vol 
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Nuptial, in which he unfolds all his poetic gift ; 
but one never thinks of rereading the book, and 
as soon as it is read it begins to fade out of 
memory. It is a charming and informative book 
which we are delighted to have read ; but there 
is nothing of permanent interest in it, no pages 
to which we can return again and again with 
vivid feeling as we return to the loves of 
Francesca and of Gretchen. 

Le Tresor des Humbles gives us the measure of 
the writer. In his earliest dramas, in La Princesse 
Maleine, as in Pelleas et Melisande, Maeterlinck 
won oiu- hearts by a certain mysticism, a northern 
atmosphere, so to speak, of mist which lent a 
vague symbolism and spirituality to his per- 
sonages while clothing his immaterial imaginings 
with the majesty of purple shadows. 

In these days of logical and clear materialism 
when even a poet like Matthew Arnold could 
write " miracles do not happen," though it would 
be far truer and more scientifically exact to say 
that the life of man is one long miracle, Maeter- 
linck's early dramas came with something of the 
force of a revelation. Somehow or other he had 
managed to drape his slight and insubstantial 
figtu'es with the magic of the Beyond, the 
wonder of the Unknown, and all hearts beat 
high with the hope that at length a Prophet-seer 
had come who might give us a new interpretation 
of the Divine. 

La Vie des Abeilles brought us from the tiptoe 
of expectance to a more reasonable attitude, and 
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Monna Vanna and the translation of Macbeth 
keyed our hope still lower ; but at length in 
Le Tresor des Humbles Maeterlinck retiirned to 
his early inspiration, and in a series of essays 
gave a reasoned explanation of the faith that is 
in him. His first essay consisted of an elaboration 
of what Carlyle and Emerson have said about 
" Silence," with a slight though characteristic 
addition : " Without silence," Maeterlinck says, 
" love itself would have neither savour nor 
perfume of eternity. We have all known those 
sacred moments when lips separate and souls 
draw together without words : we should seek 
them ceaselessly. {II faut les rechercher sans 
cesse.) There is no silence so docile as this silence 
of love, and in truth it is the only silence which 
belongs to us mortals. The other great silences 
of death and doloiir and destiny are not under 
our control. . . ." 

The greater part of this Treasury of the 
Humble is made up of essays on some of the 
great mystics, on Ruysbroeck, on Novalis, on 
Emerson. I should like to be able to say that 
Maeterlinck had added something to this Temple 
not made with hands ; but I have not found a 
single addition, nor even an explanation of any 
obscure statement. Maeterlinck is content simply 
to restate this or that thought which has pleased 
him and so to furnish himself with a suit of 
clothes, so to speak, pieced together from various 
royal wardrobes. It is true he does realize that 
the soul has a speech of its own ; but he calls 
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his speech silence ; whereas silence is only a 
condition, and not even a necessary condition, 
of its audibility. 

But just because he feels elementary truths 
his language now and then assumes a peculiar 
pathos and wins a new spiritual sigaaificance. 
He tells us that " the souls of all our brethren 
are perpetually following us about mutely im- 
ploring from us some sign of recognition, some 
kiss of sympathy. But most of us never dare 
to reply to the beseeching invocation. It is the 
misfortune of our existence that we thus live 
separated from our souls and fearful or ashamed 
of their tremtdous noble desires." But how 
different this tentative statement is from the 
language of the true seers, how different and 
how inferior ; how pale and weak and hesitating. 
Maeterlinck is certain that " the writings of the 
mystics contain some of the purest and most 
brilliant gems in the treasure-house of humanity," 
but he has not added to the store : he is a Moses, 
so to speak, to whom it has not been given to 
enter the Promised Land. He can only survey 
it from afar, and his account of it is of hearsay 
and not of direct vision ; it is that of a stranger, 
and not that of one of God's spies. 

But perhaps in suggesting this qualification 
we are asking too much of the artist : it is certain 
that Maeterlinck is at his best when creating and 
not criticizing or reporting. His play of the 
Magdalene touches a higher note than he has 
reached in any essay. The story as he tells it 
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is of the simplest. The " Magdalene " is pursued 
by a Roman general, who proposes to her the 
usual bargain of the French stage : " K you will 
give yourself to me," he says roundly, " your 
prophet shall be set at liberty." The woman 
hesitates for a while ; but at length tells her 
importunate suitor that what he suggests is out 
of the question. " It is the Prophet himself," 
she declares, " who has made all such bargains 
for ever impossible a;nd shameful." By virtue 
of this one word, as beautiful as it is profoundly 
true, the " Magdalene " of Maeterlinck lifts herself 
into the serener air and wins enduring importance. 

With the exception of recent photographs, 
Maeterlinck can best be seen, I think, in that 
caricature by Max Beerbohm which appeared 
some years ago, if I am not mistaken, in Vanity 
Fair. Every one knows the presentment of the 
big stout man in Norfolk jacket, knickerbockers 
and gaiters, with a lighted cigar in his hand and 
an air of infantile astonishment on the chubby 
face with the embryonic moustache and bulging 
forehead. There is something ineffective, lumber- 
ing, in the expression, and a something truculent 
as well, and this truculence is rendered subtly 
enough by the left hand thrust deep in the pocket 
of the knickerSj and by the heavy thumb which 
holds aloft the lighted cigar. 

Maeterlinck's writings do not prepare one 
for fumbling ineffectiveness, and still less for 
truculence : the tone of them is uniformly per- 
suasive, ingratiating, poetic, so mu6h so indeed 
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that when you meet the man you are apt to be 
a little surprised by his self-assured manner, 
which is prone to become a trifle aggressive. 
I shall now tell of my meetings with Maeterlinck 
and try to render the impression his personality 
made upon me. 

Maeterlinck is easily described : a man of 
about five feet nine in height, inclined to be 
stout ; silver hair lends distinction to the large 
round head and boyish fresh complexion ; blue- 
grey eyes, now thoughtful, now merry, and an 
unaffected off-hand manner. The feattires are 
not cut, left rather " in the rough," as sculp- 
tors say, even the heavy jaw and chin are 
drowned in fat ; the forehead bulges and the 
eyes lose colour in the light and seem hard ; 
still, an interesting and attractive personality. 

Maeterlinck's qualities show themselves 
quickly. He is very ingenuous and sincere, 
not to say simple, and quite content to dismiss 
this subject or that with the ordinary ready- 
made conclusion : 

" All translations are bad, and resemble the 
original as monkeys resemble men. When you 
translate Bernard Shaw into French he loses all 
spice ; when I see something of mine in English 
I hardly recognize it. You think my translation 
of Macbeth poor," he went on ; "I only did it 
because that of Franyois Victor Hugo seemed to 
me wretched ; but then, you know, no French- 
man can understand Shakespeare, just as no 
Englishman understands Racine." 



MAETERLINCK 283 

I ventiired to remark that worse had been said 
about Racine by French judges than by English : 
Joubert, for instance, dismissed him contemp- 
tuously as " the Virgil of vulgar people " ; but 
Maeterlinck would not have it : "A great poet 
. . . exquisite verses . . . unforgettable melo- 
dies." Such complacent assertions appeared to 
render argument impertinent. 

In the first half-hour's talk I noticed two 
peculiarly French traits in Maeterlinck which 
both have their root, I imagine, in a certain 
uneasy vanity. He loves to pick holes in his 
most famous contemporaries and make fun of 
their weak points. We were talking of the 
success of his wife (Georgette Leblanc) in Ibsen's 
Masterbuilder : some one happened to remark 
that it was a great play. 

" A great playwright, I should prefer to say," 
corrected Maeterlinck, " on the strength of a 
single fine play. Ghosts. The Masterbuilder 
seemed to me a little ridiculous ; that ' higher,' 
' higher,' of his irresistibly comic. During the 
rehearsals we all held our sides, aching with 
laughter ; but it went all right, I confess." 

" Yes ; it went all right," and the grotesque 
element in it was only visible to envious eyes. 
But Maeterlinck loves to blaguer, though he ought 
to know thaf the gods veil themselves from the 
profane and are not to be seen by those who 
could hold them up to ridicule. 

The second characteristic which Maeterlinck 
shares with most Frenchmen, and, indeed, with 
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nearly all the Latins, is a habit more easily 
forgiven. We were all talking of boxing ; the 
French champion, Carpentier, had just beaten 
the English middle-weight champion, Sullivan, 
in a fight at Monte Carlo, and beaten him with the 
utmost ease. To my astonishment Maeterlinck 
proclaimed himseK a devotee of the art — " a 
fine exercise," he said, " which I practise three 
or four times a week." And incited, perhaps, by 
a desire to rebuke my incredulity, he announced 
his intention, after lunch, of going " to box hard 
for an hour or so." The idea of a stout man of 
fifty, after a copious lunch, going out to box 
struck me as a little ludicrous, though I should 
not like to say it was impossible if the professional 
antagonist were well tipped and gifted with a 
sense of humour. 

When not engaged in keeping up his reputation 
for strength of body and biting wit, Maeterlinck 
was very interesting. When one asked him 
which of his works he liked the best, he replied 
that he never looked at any of them after publica- 
tion. " Only a dog goes back to his vomit," he 
said. " Once the thing is done, it has no further 
interest for me." 

The question, " What are you working at 
now ? " brought the answer that at fifty it was 
very hard to begin any " really important work. 
Though I feel as well as ever I did," he went on, 
" I know that in the nature of things I cannot 
expect a much longer lease of health : the blow 
may fall at any time, or may be delayed for ten 
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years ; but it is pretty sure to fall soon, and why 
should one begin to build a ship which may never 
reach the sea ? " 

" Cervantes," I replied, " did his best work 
after sixty, and some of Goethe's finest lyrics 
were written when he was over seventy ; why 
should you wish to close the book at fifty ? " 

" Those were giants," he interjected, " and 
exceptions. Besides, I have no wish whatever 
to close the book : I love life, and I go on work- 
ing steadily : I only say that I'd find it very difficult 
now to begin any important book. I mean by 
that," he added hastily, " a book which would 
need a considerable time to complete. . . . 

" As a matter of fact," he went on, " I am 
even now working at a sort of faery tale, trying 
to express the inexpressible, to realize the im- 
material and give form to pure fantasy, and so 
suggest at least meanings beyond the reach of 
words." 

The Maeterlinck who spoke in that way is the 
same man who wrote in youth the early mystical 
dramas, and in maturity Le Trisor des Humbles 
and La Magdalena, the man who, in spite of 
many weaknesses, has always at command the 
seduction of the poet and something of the 
sincerity of the propheb. 

And Ixow infinitely better this simple confession 
is than the habit practised by most English 
writers of depreciating their art, and the ardour 
with which they give themselves to its servipe. 

We have only to compare this confession of 
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Maeterlinck with a characteristic utterance of 
one of the standard-bearers of the preceding 
generation to reaUze at once the distance we 
have travelled in the last twenty years. In an 
interesting article on La Voyante and Lourdes, 
which appeared in 1896, Zola suddenly ex- 
claimed : 

" Ah! cette soif de VAu-deld, ce hesoin du divin." 
(Ah, this thirst for the Beyond, this need of the 
divine.) 

But instead of studying this extraordinary 
phenomenon ; instead of asking himself whether 
this need in human nature, this perpetual desire 
for the divine is not as essential as the need of 
food (for man does not live by bread alone) the 
great naturalist concluded simply that the hope 
was a mirage, the thirst imaginary, the longing 
a delusion. 

And now towards the end of his life Maurice 
Maeterlinck is tormented by the obsession just 
to give artistic form to this obscure and persistent 
desire which is stronger than the reason and 
more enduring, the thirst for something beyond 
ourselves and above. 



RODIN 

A BOOK has just been published about Rodin 
and his work by a M. Gsell. It is an admir- 
able piece of work, and shows us the very soul 
of the great sculptor in spite of the fact that 
Rodin is not very articulate, words not being his 
medium ; M. Gsell has drawn him out and 
interpreted him with singular sympathy and 
understanding. As I have known Rodin for 
twenty-five years, and regard him as one in the 
line of great French sculptors — a worthy suc- 
cessor to Houdon and Rude and Barye, and 
certainly the greatest of living sculptors — I shall 
use M. Gsell's book as a sort of pedestal or frame 
for Rodin's portrait. 

Rodin is to me the creature of his works : the 
bodily presentment even is a true symbol of the 
soul : a French peasant in figure-^a short, broad 
man with heavy shoulders, thick thighs, and 
great, powerful hands. His face can best be seen 
in Tweed's bust. The neck is short and thick, the 
nose large and fleshy, the forehead high but 
retreating, the eyes grey, by turns reflective and 
piercing. There is an air of transparent sincerity 
about the sturdy little man, with his careless 
grey beard and worn clothes. Always I see the 
large, strong hands, the short neck and lumpy 
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shoulders — a master craftsman with a tremen- 
dous sensual endowment. 

The first chapters of this book are weak, but 
when Rodin talks of " the science of modelling " 
he begins to hold us. He learnt it when a young 
man, it appears, from a fellow-workman who 
taught him to model the human figure as if the 
surface were pushed out from the inside. There 
is no flat part of a body ; it is all hills and valleys : 
this to him is the secret of modelling, and he 
declares that this was the practice of the Greeks, 
the only method which makes every statue a 
picture in black and white. No etching, he 
asserts, has such a boldness of light or such a 
velvety depth of shadow as a well-moulded 
statue : " By such modelling the masterpieces 
of sculptm-e take on the radiant aspect of living 
flesh." 

The fourth chapter is still more interesting, 
because it brings out a modern phase of the 
eternal conflict in art between what is beautif id and 
what is true. Gsell asks him about his ' ' L'Homme 
qui Marche." Rodin begins by declaring that he 
wanted to render life, and life is movement. " I 
have hardly ever," he adds, "represented complete 
repose. . . . Fine modelUng and movement are 
the two master qualities of good sculptiu-e." 
But the moment the pair begin to study Rodin's 
" L'Homme qui Marche " they both notice that the 
movement is not true, that the man has both 
feet on the ground at the same time, whereas in 
walking one foot is always just leaving the ground 
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as the other reaches it. A better illustration 
still occiirs to Rodin. He takes the picttire of 
Gra-ieault in the Louvre, the famous " Racing at 
Epsom." Gericault represents the horses gallop- 
ing, according to the French expression, ventre 
a terre — ^the front legs outstretched in front and 
the hind legs outstretched behind. Now in- 
stantaneous photography teaches us that this is 
not in accordance with fact. Before the front 
legs touch the ground the hind legs have already 
been drawn up in preparation for the next spring ; 
so that if you picture a galloping horse properly 
you picture it with all four legs bunched together, 
the hind ones unnaturally drawn up underneath 
the stomach, almost overtaking the front ones, 
which are just leaving the ground. In fact, the 
animal seems to be caught in the act of jumping 
with its legs all hobbled together. Rodin imme- 
diately puts the matter properly : our eyes do 
not give us the truth of things. When we see a 
man walking we see both his feet on the ground ; 
when we see a horse galloping we first see his 
fore legs thrown out in front and then his hind 
legs stretched out behind ; and thus we represent 
him to ourselves. The expression ventre a terre 
is true to om* vision though false to fact. And 
the apparent truth is all that matters to the 
artist. 

The two collaborators discuss other interesting 

problems. Rodin insists that both painting and 

sculpture can represent action to a much greater 

extent than is commonly supposed, and he takes 

19 
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for example his own figures the "Bourgeois of 
Calais " and the masterpiece of Watteau, "L'Em- 
barquement pour Cythere." His criticism of Wat- 
teau's masterpiece is an exercise in eulogistic 
analysis. The painter begins, he says, on the 
right, by showing a lover kneeling to his mistress 
and trying to persuade her to accompany him. 
A little more towards the centre ap^other gallant 
is helping his mistress to her feet, as if they were 
just about to start ; and so on. Below these 
figures on the knoll, and nearer the water's edge, 
a crowd of people are going towards the boat, 
the women as eager as the men. Rodin has 
nothing but praise for this coneeption, declares 
that the picture is a masterpiece — " un ravisse- 
ment qu'on ne pent oublier." 

This praise is fairly deserved if we look only 
at the painting or even at the drawing of the 
various figures and groups ; but, architecturally 
considered, " L'Embarquement pour Cythere "is 
anything but a wonder-work. The whole action 
takes place from right to left of the picture, 
whereas it should proceed from left to right. 
It is probably our habit of writing and reading 
which makes it much easier for us to foUow action 
from left to right than from right to left. I have 
always felt a certain inconvenience in regarding 
this masterpiece of Watteau. The action of the 
picture should have begun on the left, and the 
eye would then have passed naturally towards 
the right from group to group instead of un- 
naturally and with a certain effort as it does now. 
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I find a similar want of thought in the much- 
bepraised French coinage of to-day : the medal 
of the woman sowing is effective and well 
modelled ; but the artist presents her with her 
hair flowing out straight behind as if she were 
sowing against a gale — a feat always avoided 
in actual life. 

In the fifth chapter Rodin's gift as a draughts- 
man is discussed. It is not sufficiently known 
that Rodin makes hundreds of sketches both 
with pencil and with wash of colour. Some of 
these drawings are among his boldest and most 
characteristic work. " Ordinary people don't 
understand them," he says ; " but ordinary 
people can never know anything about Art. They 
imagine that drawing can be beautiful in itself. 
In all crafts truth and simplicity are the master 
qualities." And then he goes deeper : " Colour 
and drawing — style at its best — ^is nothing but a 
means to display the soul of the artist. It is the 
soul" one ought to try to know ; artists should be 
classed according to the soul." 

The seventh chapter is taken up with a superb 
criticism of the great French sculptor Houdon, 
to whom we owe a number of busts of celebrated 
men, such as Voltaire, Rousseau, Franklin, 
Mirabeau, and Napoleon — ^heads which might 
really be considered Memoirs of the time. 
Nothing on Voltaire, nothing on Mirabeau (ex- 
cept Carlyle's study), nothing on Napoleon has 
yet been written more soulrrevealing than , the 
busts of Houdon. Rodin, too, in this field has 
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done memorable things ; his Rochefort, Hugo, 
Berthelot, and Puvis de Chavannes are all 
superb, worthy to rank with the best. Just here, 
however, a certain bitterness comes to show in 
him : 

There is no work (he says) so ungrateful as this : the 
truer your portrait, the more like it is, the more it re- 
veals character, the less your sitter will appreciate it. 
Men and women both want to have insignificant, regular 
features ; masterpieces of expression are usually re- 
garded as insults. One has sipilply to do one's best and 
pay no attention to thejpenrSnstrances of puerile conceit. 

Like all the great moderns, Rodin is often 
preoccupied not with the subject, but the symbol. 
He has fashioned the head of a young woman 
imprisoned to the very neck in a rough block 
of marble. " Thought " he christens it — ^thought 
struggling for expression^ without hands to help 
itself and doomed to inaction as one without feet. 
Or take " Illusion, the Daughter of Icarus " — a 
young angel's figure with broken wing and face 
crushed against the hard ground of fact. No 
one of these attempts, in my opinion, can be 
called successful, simply because the striving 
itself, being purely intellectual, transcends the 
sculptor's art. Two lines of Goethe are more 
expressive : 

All things transitory but as symbols are sent ; 
Earth's insufficiency leads to event. . . . 

Rodin is more successful when he asserts that 
all artists are necessarily religious, " believers by 
nature " : 
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No good sculptor (he says) can model a human figure 
without dwelling on the mystery of life ; this individual 
and that in fleeting variation only remind him of the 
immanent type ; he is led perpetually from the creature 
to the creator. ... All the best work of any artist must 
be bathed, so to speak, in mystery. That is why many 
of my figures have a hand or foot still imprisoned in the 
marble-block ; life is everywhere, but rarely indeed does 
it come to complete expression or the individual to per- 
fect freedom. . . . 

TTien Rodin goes on to tell how as a youth he 
fell in love with the serene and typical beauty 
of the works of Phidias, and only later, after his 
jBrst visit to Italy, came to appreciate the tortured 
strivings of Michelangelo. The great Florentine, 
he exclaims, was the last and greatest of Gothic 
sculptors. Like all great creators, Rodin is one 
of the most stimulating of critics, and in especial 
he finds deathless words to describe the Greeks, 
his masters. It is the accepted idea that the 
Greeks of the best period treated their subjects 
with reverence as gods and goddesses, and showed 
their piety by only unveiling part of the human 
figure. While admitting that there is some little 
truth in this, Rodin insists that the spirit 
fashioning all their best work is an intense 
sensuality. " The human form," he says, " never 
moved any people to such sensual tenderness. 
The very ecstasy of sensual delight seems to be 
shed over every part of the figures they modelled." 
And anyone who has ever studied the little 
women's - figures with clinging draperies on the 
balustrade of the Temple of Nike Apteros must 
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agree with him. Passionate desire is the very soul 
of Greek plastic art. 

And here comes naturally that chapter on " The 
Beauty of Women," which should be at the end 
of this book, and not in the middle, if the true 
crescendo of interest is to be observed, for this is 
Rodin's special kingdom. No decadent artist of 
them all, no master of the Renaissance, has 
equalled him in this field either as craftsman or 
lover, either in skill of workmanship or in 
passionate appreciation of the loveliness of every 
cm-ve and every round. His best girl-figures are 
the best ever modelled. 

Rodin has now several studios, both at his 
home in Meudon and in Paris, but the one he 
prefers is in the old and famous Hotel de Biron, 
which for ages was used as the Convent du 
Sacre-Coeur. Here generations of lovely and 
charming girls were educated, and from this 
retreat sent forth into the sinful world. Behind 
the hotel is an old, neglected garden, with trees 
and arbours and winding walks. In the shade 
here one still seems to hear the ripple of girl 
laughter, or sees hot cheeks flushing with whis- 
pered confidences. Looking out over this garden 
is the great room which Rodin keeps for his 
drawings and modellings of women. Let us listen 
to him on his own subject. Gsell asks him : 
" Is it easy to find beautiful models ? " Rodin 
answers : " Yes." "Does the figure keep its 
beauty for long ? " The master replies : 
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" It changes incessantly, as a landscape changes with 
the sun. The perfect bloom of youth, the flower-time 
when the slight figure is as graceful as the stem of a lily, 
only lasts for a few short months. . . . The young girl 
becomes a woman and her beauty changes its character 
— ^admirable still, it is perhaps not quite so lovely pure." 

" Do you think the Greeks were more beautiful than 
modern women, or have you as fine models as posed for 
Phidias ? " 

" Just as fine. Modern Italian girls have all the pecu- 
liarities of the best Greek type : the essential character 
of it is that the shoulders are practically as broad as the 
hips." 

" But our French women ? " 

" Generally, like the Germanic races and the Russians, 
they have narrow shoulders and large hips : this is the 
characteristic of the nymphs of Goujon, the Venus of 
Watteau, the Diana of Houdon." 

" Which is the most beautiful type ? " 

" Who shall say ? There are hundreds of beautiful 
types. I have modelled little Eastern dancers whose 
finger-slim ankles and soft round outlines had an in- 
finite and perverse seduction. On the other hand, the 
Japanese actress Hanako seemed to have no fat on her 
body ; her muscles were all outlined and firm like those 
of a little fox-terrier. She was so strong that she could 
stand on one foot and hold the other leg at right angles 
with her body for ever so long ; she seemed to take root in 
the groimd like a tree ; but there was a rare beauty in 
her singular vigour. There is nothing commoner than 
beauty for those who have eyes to see. ... I often get 
a girl to sit on the groimd just to study the adorable 
vase-like butlines of her torso, the sacred amphora which 
holds in it the promise of future life. Look at that 
shoulder : I have modelled the curve of it a dozen times 
and yet it could be improved. Often and often beauty 
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overpowers me so that I feel like going on my knees to 
it. Was I right in saying that to the artist his art must 
i>e a religion ? 



" Ah, they pretend that Art has no utility : it has 
the greatest ; everything that makes for happiness is of 
the highest usefulness. And it must never be forgotten 
that we artists are the only modems who take joy in 
our work and find delight in labour. Every workman 
ought to be an artist, and take pleasure in his toil ; 
every mason and carpenter and^nouse-painter should 
have joy in his endeavour ; but with our wretched 
modern wage-system we have almost banished joy out 
of life. It will come back ; we artists will bring it back." 

A memorable book, which sends me to the 
Carfax Gallery to have another look at that 
" Satyr and Nymph," which is the high- water 
mark, so to speak, of Rodin's achievement : a 
masterwork in which passion finds supreme 
expression and bronze takes on the satin-softness 
of woman's flesh. 
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ANATOLE FRANCE 

BY universal consent Anatole France is the 
foremost man of letters in France to-day, 
the wisest and most articulate, if not the strongest 
or noblest of living Frenchmen. 

Before I try to give a personal impression of 
him let us look at him for a moment as he appears 
to the casual acquaintance in the mirror of his 
writings. 

As every one knows, his real name is Thibault, 
he is the son of a Paris bookseller, and he has led 
the most uneventful of lives. He had an ex- 
cellent classical education, took to reading as a 
child, and was a writer before he was out of his 
teens. Almost at once he showed ' himself 
master of a style as simple and elegant as Addi- 
son's, but far more cunningly cadenced, and set 
off with flashes of ironic insight which delight 
the intellect. He has written a score of so- 
called novels in which the story is usually slight, 
and the characters, with one exception, mere 
lay-figures — marionettes or abstractions. Yet all 
these books are interesting for the sake of the 
hero and of his reflections on life— the thoughts 
and feelings of a tolerant, cynical, unworldly 
wise observer filled to the lips with the milk of 

397 
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human kindness^ The hero is always the same 
character: Sylvestre Bonnard is blood brother 
to M. Bergeret, and Doctor Trublet only differs 
from them in name, and these are all studies for 
the famous Maitre Jerome Coignard, who is at 
once scholar, priest, epicurean philosopher, and 
scoundrel. He drinks and cheats, plays pander 
and libertine, borrows wine from an inn, and 
runs off with his employer's diamonds, and yet 
when blessed with the curious learning, the 
philosophic thought, the tolerance and humour 
of dear M. Bonnard, he becomes the most lovable 
of scapegraces, and the finest portrait extant of 
Anatole himself. We enjoy his company almost 
as much as we should enjoy Hamlet speaking in 
the first person. The lessons Prance teaches are 
those Renan taught, and Montaigne : he is as 
typical a Frenchman as Odysseus was a typical 
Greek — a convinced sceptic, disbelieving in any 
solution of life's mystery, and boldly preaching 
epicurean enjoyment of all life's pleasures, 
whether of sense or soul, of taste or intellect, 
with widest toleration of others' faults 'and 
follies, crimes and madnesses. All readers have 
come to love the Abbe Coignard as perhaps the 
most notable and most lovable creation in "all 
French literary art,: the one organic figure given 
to literature since the Bazarof of Turgenief. 
A comparison between the Abbe Coignard and 
Hamlet would teach us a great deal about the 
differences between the French and the English 
genius, and would at the same time show how 
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widely the French Revolution with its realistic 
striving separates the modern world from the 
romantic past. 

Now let us see how M. France in real life 
compares with his own most famous portrait. 

Not a notable appearance, a man of sixty or 
sixty-five, silver-grey hair bristling up like a 
brush over his forehead, grey moustache and 
imperial. At first sight he looks like Napoleon 
the Third ; his long eyes, coloured like coffee 
beans, have heavy gummy bags under them ; 
the flesh of cheeks and neck is discoloured and 
sags a little — the stigmata of sense indulgence. 
Nearer seen the eyes are vivid, bright ; no trace 
of exhaustion ; eyes like his mind, eager and 
quick, perhaps even too quick ; they bear wit- 
ness to a certain moderation in his pursuit of 
pleasure. 

A man of five feet eight or so when standing 
upright, now bowed habitually, chin on chest, 
neck bent forward ; carelessly dressed, brown 
camel-hair pyjamas silk-faced over a whit^ 
knitted vest with black border ; feet thrust in 
morocco slippers, whitish woollen socks — ^no 
affectation, no showing off, nothing but a desire 
for comfort. 

He meets one with cordial courtesy, unaffected 
kindliness, one might call it. He was written to, 
but didn't answer. We called on him about ten 
o'clock one morning. He was not at home, had 
gone out before jiine, according to the pleasant 
manserva^t. My friend told me that when some 
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men of letters a little while ago formed a literary 
club and wanted Anatole France to be president 
they wrote to him and called on him seven times 
before they found him. When at length they 
ran him to earth, he was charming to them, 
perfect in courtesy, and as kind as possible. 

" He simply cannot be bothered to answer 
letters or to make appointments ; you must 
take him as he is." 

My experience confirmed this statement in 
detail. We were shown into a double dining- 
room, or rather into a continuation of the dining- 
room ; primitive paintings on the waUs, drawings 
of Corot, a woman's head in sanguin by Vanloo, 
and about the room old bahuts of Henry II. The 
window looked out on an oblong pateh of 
greenery smaller than the room, ivy masking 
the high walls at the back. 

The master came in and drew us across the 
passage to his sitting-room — a middle-class 
double sitting-room with a seventeenth-centiu-y 
plan of Paris as a decoration for the whole 
ceiling. He asked us to forgive him, for presenting 
us to a musician who happened to be with him. 
Two busts, one in marble and one in plaster, 
side by side on the chimney-piece caught my eye. 

" Rousseau, is it not ? " I asked. 

" Rousseau," he replied. " The plaster is a cast 
of the one in the Louvre, very good : the other 
in Carrara marble, author unknown, is interesting 
to me because of its similarity and its differ- 
ences." 
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" I'm glad you like Primitives," I said at 
hazard. He caught me up quickly. 

" I detest them now. I used to like them, but 
now they weary me, mean little to me." 

" But they suit the old oak furniture of 
Henry H that I saw in your dining-room." 

" I hate that, too," he cried. " I made every 
mistake a man could make ; I loved old oak, old 
furniture, bought quantities of it, too big for my 
rooms, suitable only to a castle or great hall ; at 
length, stifled with it, I got rid of it all, threw it 
all out. I have passed through all the fads in 
furniture and pictures and books." 

" Outlived your Corot drawings ? " I asked. 

" Sucked them dry," he parried, smiling. 

It was the morning after Carpentier's victory 
over Wells in the prize-ring, and I couldn't help 
asking the master what he thought of the way 
athletics are being taken up in France. 

" Carpentier gives our youth self-esteem," he 
said, " his victory atones in some sort for Alsace- 
Lorraine " — ^he smiled with a pitying shrug. 

" I always thought the next generation, the 
generation that didn't know '70, would show 
a new spirit," I said. 

" It was to be foreseen," he agreed, " Bismarck 
felt it. The old French conquering temper was 
sure to assert itself in time," and then the interest 
of the moment ran away with him, the proposal of 
the Ministry and President that men should serve 
three years in the French army instead of two 
excited his indignation, and he fell tooth and nail 
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on the political leaders of the moment. No Eng- 
lishman would have dreamed of talking of their 
chief politicians, the Asquiths and Balf ours, Greys 
and Georges, with the same contempt and disgust. 

" Perfectly stupid, these politicians," he ex- 
claimed, " incredibly stupid ; no good even at 
their own game. They pretend to trim their 
sails to every breath of popular feeling and they 
can't even teU how the wind blows. They do 
not see that France will not have the service of 
three years. ^ We all know it only takes a year 
to make a soldier ; they keep them for two 
years as it is, and now they want to increase the 
two to three. France won't have it, it's absurd. 

" If they declared openly that they were going 
to shake off the German menace once for all and 
regain Alsace-Lorraine, France would march like 
one man, but this absurd and meaningless 
extension of service is merely showing off, and 
we won't have it." 

A moment later he began to give instances of 
the crass stupidity of French politicians, and 
notably of F. . . . 

" F. . . . is one of the best : yet he is stupid 
to a degree ; his blunders are legendary : his 
denseness proverbial. An example : he had to 
go once to visit Rodin : I forget the occasion. 
Rodin, he was told by his official prompter, is a 
great sculptor, the greatest since Angelo, a master 
craftsman : he was advised — ' it would be nice 
of you to say a compliijaentary word to him.' 

' This was written in the sumnier of 1913. 
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At his wit's end F. . . . looked round the 
studio ; on every hand statues, as he thought, 
defaced and broken, torsos of women, vase-like 
without limbs, here a head and there a plaster 
outline of hips or breast. 

" Wishing to be sympathetic, the President 
at length found the kindly phrase : 

" ' One sees that you, too, have suffered in your 
removals, M. Rodin.' 

" It is perhaps too eminently stupid to be 
true, but the stupidity is characteristic of them 

&ll« « • • 

" Another time a Minister of Public Instruction 
had to make a speech about the Ecole de Mede- 
cine. Some doctor had written it for him, and 
in order to vary the phrase had spoken also of 
the Faculte de Medecine. The good bourgeois 
Minister, loving sounding phrases, talked of the 
!^cole de la Faculte de Medicine. Next day the 
papers made fun of him, and one came to correct 
the mistake in the Journal Offieiel. 

" ' They've made fun enough of me,' said the 
Minister, ' leave it alone — don't rub it in.' 

" A certain common sense in the man chasten- 
ing his ignorance." 

Fearing lest I should feel no interest in these 
French household affairs, so to speak, Anatole 
France tried courteously to draw me into the 
conversation. 

" But you've politicians in England," he 
remarked, " and must know what they're like." 

" Unfortunately Englishmen," I replied, " still 
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regard their politicians as great men and im- 
portant." 

" Your conditions are different," he rejoined 
politely, " politics are not matters of life and 
death to you, but here in France the politicians 
have our lives in their hands. They should know 
their metier at least, but they don't. It isn't 
much to ask a man that he should know his 
trade, but they haven't even reached that level ; 
they're inferior, I imagine, even to yours in 
England." 

" I think they are a little," I replied, " though 
the explanation is not obvious. The aristocratic 
tradition in England gives the politician an ink- 
ling of his business. Sir Edward Grey is a 
politician who knows his metier by instinct, so to 
speak, the instinct of a governing class. It isn't 
much that instinct, but he has it, and its effect 
is sometimes, as in this Balkan business, extra- 
ordinary." 

" Our politicians haven't got it," replied 
France, " and don't seem able to get it. They're 
not capable and never will be ; they're not even 
honest. I remember Panama, you see : they 
were all in it, of course : if they hadn't t(mched 
(and he made the significant gesture with finger 
and thumb) c'etait tout comme : they had allowed 
others to steal. A word of one of them recurs to 
me. Speaking of a rival, he said, ' Poor fellow, 
he is so naive, though he has- had three Ministerial 
posts, he's still poor — stupid of him.' Your 
politicians are honest : are they not ? " 
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" Indifferent honest," I replied, " though this 
Marconi scandal shows that they find it difficult 
to keep their hands clean. As democracy ad- 
vances, Ministers diminish in ability, and even 
more markedly in honesty, I imagine ; but with 
us the professors are even a worse plague than 
the politicians." 

" In France they're much better," cried France, 
" they know their "business such as it is, and 
they're harmless, they've no power, whereas the 
politicians have power, even now they're leading 
France to a disaster. We can't rival Germany 
in numbers ! " 

Suddenly a thought suggested itself and he 
was off on the new trail headlong. 

" Numbers don't win battles : victory depends 
on the spirit of the troops, and to tell truth a 
good deal on chance. You have a conquering 
army to-day, to-day week it'll be beaten. The 
more one studies the early victories of Napoleon, 
the more one sees that time and again his army 
wa?i about to run away when the Austrians ran 
aWay first. Us foutaient le camp, plus tSt et tout 
jetait dit. . . . (Another quick transition.) 

" At this moment the spirit of France is 
excellent, couldn't be better indeed; but our 
politicians are dreadful . . . the Church in 
France is another bad influence, a reactionary 
influence and irrational. . . ." 

Determined to bring him back to literature 
and endiwing things I ventured to interrupt : 

" Yet Renan always had an affection for it," 

20 
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I said, " and I always think of Renan and you 
as connected in some way, probably by the 
magic of an exquisite rhythmic prose." 

Lightning-quick he flashed into the new field. 

" And in a certain ironic acceptance of the 
facts and chances of life," he cried. " Renan was 
always a liberating influence ; but I don't care 
for his dramas," and the eyebrows went up 
expressively. 

" That's where one sees his kinship to Gounod," 
I added, " a sort of sister-soul in frank sensu- 
ality." 

The young musician took this up eagerly : 

" Gounod was interesting. I was an organist 
at St. Cloud. Gounod used to come to the 
church often, he must have been seventy-five 
years of age then ; yet il servait la messe, and 
did it with rare unction and dignity." 

*' Really," cried France, hugely interested. 
" I thought he didn't believe in Christianity." 

" He didn't," replied the musician, " but he 
loved to officiate at Mass ; he was an actor bom, 
and he acted that part with majesty." 

" All artists are naturally actors," commented 
France ; " but did old Gounod really take Com- 
munion ? " 

" No, no," replied the musician, " religion to 
Gounod was merely a subject of his art, as he 
shows in Faust, for example. But he used to love 
to serve the Mass surrounded by pretty women." 

" I can see him at it," cried France, smiling ; 
" le betm sexe always his weakness, wasn't it ? " 
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*' Surely," said the musician, " he was a lover 
even with one foot in the grave." 

" Old men have a certain attraction for some 
women," France remarked, with a smile of 
ineffable complacent comprehension. 

" Maitre" I broke in, again to bring the talk 
back to literature, " please tell me about your 
writing ; Renan used to declare that his prose 
came to him easily, flowed from him, so to 
speak ? is that true of you ? Or do you agree 
with Tolstoy that even simple prose is a matter 
of labour and pains ? " 

" To me writing's horribly difficult," replied 
France frankly, " horribly." 

And then the qualification : 

" But let's distinguish : Vile des Pingouins 
cost me infinite labour because I wanted to make 
each small side issue as important as the main 
theme : it was chiefly embroidery, so to speak, 
and embroidery takes time and thought. 

" Les Dieux ont Soif was comparatively easy 
because the main theme which I had in my head 
at the beginning was enough to fill the book. 
This was the theme ; that ordinary men in 
extraordinary circumstances become extra- 
ordinary. Gamelin was nothing much, a very 
ordinary man, but in the great Revolution he 
became great, because the current about him 
was irresistible and gave him enormous force. 
One other idea : the political fanatic is very like 
the religious fanatic. Gamelin was by nature 
a Dominie as Dominic might have been a Game- 



308 CONTEMPORARY PORTRAITS 

lin. The two themes were really one and the 
same, and I therefore found it easy to write the 
book." 

" And the new book Les Anges ? " 1 asked. 

" Oh, harder than ever," he cried, mimicking 
distress ; " it's full of new ideas, and new ideas 
are extraordinarily difficult to express. My new 
book is about the revolt of the angels, and it is 
giving me infinite pains. I want to put into 
it more ideas than Dante or Milton ever had. 
That may sound conceited, but not when one's 
talking to intelligent people. One can then talk 
freely, honestly. Neither Milton nor Dante had 
many new ideas on any subject, and I want to 
stuff it full of new ideas, and that makes it hard, 
hard, every page an effort. The better work one 
wishes to do," he added, " the harder it is." 

" But doesn't the mere power of expression 
grow with use and become easier ? " 

" Not to me," he replied, " it all depends on 
the ideas. You can make your art as hard as you 
like, even in old age, especially in old age," he 
went on, " when you want to do your uttermost 
and the time is growing short." 

There was a pathetic dignity, I thought, in 
the careless acceptance of the high task. 

" Yet you found time to preside the other 
night at the Zola dinner," I remarked, " and I 
should have thought that you and Zola were 
poles apart." 

" Quite true," he agreed, " I don't care much 
for his books except L'Assommoir. There are 
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not ideas enough in them to interest me, and the 
quality of thought all through his work seems to 
me rather poor, but still he was always a Liberal, 
a Dreyfusard, too, never reactionary, and so 
when they came and asked me to preside at his 
dinner I could not refuse, though he always 
seemed to me a great mason rather than a great 
architect or artist. He took small interest in 
things of the spirit. A crowd was more to him 
than a thought." 

"You once said, cher mditre, that religion no 
longer existed in France : did you mean that 
UteraUy ? " 

" Religion is dead in France," he repeated ; 
" it can never be revived, nobody cares for it or 
pays any attention to it ; we have done for ever 
with monks and monkery. Even the Church is 
only a means of political action, or rather of 
reaction," he laughed, " but in England religion 
is still alive : is it not ? " 

" In England one can still find the corpse by 
one's nose," I remarked. 

France laughed. " That's the very word : 
here the carcass is desseche : but in England 
still malodorous ; we're a hundred years then 
ahead of you." 

The assumption seemed to me daring. 

" But is religion done with altogether in your 
opinion ? " I asked in some wonder. 

"Certainly," he replied, apparently surprised 
even by the question, " the whole paraphernalia 
of miracles and belief in a life after death and an 

20"* 
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anthropomorphic God — ^all gone for ever, swept 
clean away — and a good thing too." 

" Religion, then, is rather like measles, a 
childish complaint ? " I probed. 

" That's it, just that," he continued ; " and 
we've got rid not only of the Christian religion, 
but also of the morality as well. Of course, 
Christian morality was absolutely childish and 
contradictory : - we had to get quit of it all." 

" But surely," I insisted, " one of these days 
we shall have a scientific morality. The laws of 
health both of body and spirit will be ascertained 
and taught. And when once the canon is 
accepted and established, it will excite emotion 
and gradually become sacred, and so religion 
will again be brought back into life." 

" I see no need of it," he retorted. " On est 
sage en France," he went on : "we have the 
race morality of moderation in our bones : it's 
rather an sesthetical than an ethical ideal, if you 
will ; but we are moderate aftd prudent by 
nature, and that's all one wants in life." 

" Men always need guidance,",! replied tenta- 
tively, " the example of the noblier spirits as to 
how far individual selfishness should go, and how 
it should be limited and restrained. In these 
matters the man of genius will always come to be 
regarded as sacred, if not divine. Humanity will 
always need teachers." 

" I don't agree with you," he retorted, smiling, 
" we'll learn to walk by frequent fallings. We 
French have an ideal of wise and moderate living 
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in us ; we have already the best ordered house 
in Europe : haven't we ? " 

" Certainly," I replied, " by far the healthiest 
and happiest of modern states." 

" That's what exasperates us," he went on, 
" about this German menace. We want to put 
our house in order, to attend to this weakness, 
and bring about that reform, and we can't be- 
cause of the barbarous menace on our frontier." 

The political situation again absorbed his 
interest, and the talk only flitted from it occa- 
sionally to worthier subjects. I can only recall 
one literary judgment which perhaps deserves to 
be recorded. 

" Rene de Gourmont," he said, " is one of the 
men I admire most in contemporary French 
liter atvire : he always interests me." 

"trhen we talked of a bust of the master himself 
that was just completed and a drawing from the 
bust, and he discussed the differences between 
these allied creations with acute understanding 
and as dispassionately as if he himself were not 
in any way concerned. 

Words can hardly render the ingenuous sim- 
plicity, the transparent sincerity of the man : no 
slightest trace in him of affectation or pomposity : 
no pose of any sort. As far as manners go, 
Anatole France almost reaches perfection. His 
simple attitude towards his own work and 
towards friends and foreigners alike filled me 
with admiration. I had never met anything like 
it among men of my own race save in two famous 
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instances : Thomas Bayard, the American Am- 
bassador in London, was one ; and Thomas 
EUis, the Chief Whip at one time of the Welsh 
Liberal Party, was the other ; both these men 
had the genius of perfect manners. Probably 
because of his astounding intellectual curiosity, 
Anatole France is intensely interested in all the 
barren controversies of the day, though at heart 
more deeply interested still in ideas for their 
own sake, and chiefly in those aperpus which 
throw light on man and man's relation to the 
universe. Like Meredith, he loves to flit about 
from thought to thought ; but Meredith seemed 
to me mired in a conventional morality, while 
France was bird free of all convention and con- 
temptuous of mere sexual morality. 

" Surely in England," he said, " that dreary 
Puritanism is merely hypocritical ? You cannot 
for ever go on ignoring differences of sex." 

" I believe with Voltaire," I replied, " that 
prudery of speech is always a sign of loose 
morals ; when ' purity goes out of the manners, 
it takes refuge in the language.' " 

" A fine piece of insight," he exclaimed ; " but 
your detachment surprises me ; I thought all 
Englishmen loved even the faults of their 
countrymen ? " 

" Nearly every man has a certain partiality 
for his own country and his own people," I 
replied, " but it is difficult for a writer or artist 
in England to-day to be patriotic. Englishmen 
as a rule despise both letters and art. In France 
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you are free ; men of letters are organized and 
respected ; in England they are unorganized 
and disdained, and if any of them are honoured 
it is sure to be some mediocrity who beats the 
patriotic drum, or wins popularity with sickly 
sentiment." 

" You are much worse off, then, than we are," 
he decided, " I have always understood that 
Englishmen don't care much for the things of 
the spirit." 

" An artist in England," I replied, " is re- 
garded as if he were an acrobat, and a great 
writer and great man like Meredith is not so 
highly appreciated as a tenth-rate general or 
politician or explorer ; indeed, he is on much 
the same level as a trick-bicyclist, or actor or 
dancer. Shakespeare was treated like a menial : 
Blake died in want of necessaries : and in our 
day poets of the first rank have committed 
suicide out of sheer poverty. Literature and Art 
are less esteemed in London than in any other 
civilized capital." 

" Yet we have an idea," he objected, " that 
an aristocratic society is always more favourable 
to the artist or man of letters than a democracy ; 
England, then, forms an exception to the rule ? " 

" No, no," I replied, " little as our barbarian 
aristocracy cares for art or letters, it still cares 
more than the middle class or the democracy. 
You have no idea how low our standard of taste 
and knowledge is : Georges Ohnet in England 
would be more highly esteemed than a Flaubert 
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or Balzac ; because he would have more readers 
and make more money." 

" It is still, then, an advantage to be born' a 
Frenchman,"' said Anatole Frances and I could 
do nothing but admit that for the artist and 
writer, as for the majority of men, it certainly 
is an advantage. 
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net; leather, ss. net. 

THE FIVE NATIONS, igth Thousand, 
Fijteenth Edition. Cr. Svo. Buckram, 6s. 
AtsoFeap. 8»». Cloth, 4s. 6d. net; leather. 
ss. net. 

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Twenty- 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8zw. SuckrAm, 6s. 
Also Fcap. Sno. Cloth, 4J. 6d.net; leather, 
ss. net. ■ ^ 

Lamb (Charles and Mary). THE COM- 
PLETE WORKS. Edited, with aii Intro- 
duction and Notes, by E. V. Lucas. A 
New and Revised Edition in Six Volumes, 
fVith Frontispiece. Fcap. 'Sz'tf, ss: e'ach. 
The volumes are : — 

L Miscellaneous Prose, ii. Elia and 
THE Last Essays op Elia. iu. Books 
FOR Children, iv. Plays and Poems. 
V. and VI. Letters. 

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF 
EGYPT IN THE MIDBLE AGES. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Lankester (Sir Ray). SCIENCE FROM 
AN EASY CHAIR. Illustrated. Seventh 
' Edition. Cr. tvo. 6s. 

Lee (Gerald Stanley). INSPIRED MIL- 
LIONAIRES. Cr. Svo. 31. 6d. net. 

CROWDS : A Study of the Genius of 
Democracy, and of the FearSj-DesIIies, 
and Expectations of the People. 
Sepond Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Lock (Walter). ST. PAUL, THE 
MASTER BUILDER. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 3J. 6d. 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Lodge (Sir Oliver). THE SUBSTANCE 
OF FAITH, ALLIlED WITH SCIENCE : 
A Catechism for Parents and Teachers. 
Eleventh Editidn'. ' Cr. Bvo. zs. net. 

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE : A Study 
of the Influence of the Advance in 
Scientific Knowledge upon our Under- 

'STANDING OF CHRISTIANITY. Ninth 

Edition. Demy Bvo. 5s. net. 
Also Fcap. Bvo. is. net. 
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THE SURVIVAL OF MAN: A Study in 
Unrecognised Human Faculty. Fifth 
Edition. Wide Cr. ivo. SJ. net. 

REASON AND BELIEF. Fifth Editim. 
Cr. Sotf. 3J. dd, net. 

MODERN "problems. Cr. %vo. is. net. 

Loreburn (Earl). CAPTURE AT SEA. 
Cr. Zvo. 2f. td. net. 

LorlmjBT. (OeoFtfe Horace). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Illustrated. Twenty 
fourth Edition, Cr. Sot?. 3*. &d. 
Also Fcap. %vo. is. net. 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s. Aho Cr. 
^o. 3S. net. 

Lucas (B. y.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 

LAMB. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Demy 

8vo. ys. 6d. net. 
A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Illus- 
trated. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s. 
A WANDERER IN LONDON. Illus- 
trated. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A WANDERER IN PARIS. Illustrated. 

Twelfth Edition. Cr. im. bs. Also 

Fcap. %vo. ss. 
A WANDERER IN FLORENCE. Illus- 
trated. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE OPEN ROAD : A Little Book for 

Wayfarers. Twentyfourth Edition. 

Fcap. Bwtf. 5J. India Paper^ is. bd. 

Also Illustrated. Cr. t^to. J5S. net. 
THE FRIENDLY TOWN : A Little Book 

FOR THE Urbane. Eighth Edition. Fcap. 

Zvo. ss, 
FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Sez'enth 

Edition. Fcap Zvo. 5J. 
CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Seventh 

Edition. Fcap. Zvo, 5;. 
THE GENTLEST ART: A Choice of 

Letters by Entertaining Hands. 

Eighth Edition, Fcap, ^o, ss, 
THE SECOND POST. Third Edition. 

Fcap. Bvo. ss, 
HER INFINITE VARIETY : A Feminine 

Portrait Gallery. Sixth Edition, Fcap, 

Bvo, ss, 
GOOD COMPANY: A Rally of Men. 

Second Edition, Fcap. Bvo, 5J. 
ONE D.\Y AND ANOTHER. Fifth 

Edition. Fcap, Bvo. ss. 
OLD LAMPS FOR NEW. Fifth Edition. 

Fcap. Bvo. SJ. 

LOITERER'S HARVEST. Second Edition. 

Fcap. Bvo. ss. 
LISTENER'S LURE : An Oblique Naeea- 

TiOK. Tenth Edition. Fcap. Bvo. ss- 
OVER BEMERTON'S: An Easy-Goikg 

Chronicle. Eleventh Edition. Fcap, 



MR. INGLESIDE. Tenth Edition. Fcap. 

Bvo. SS' 
LOND02* LAVENDER. Fcap. Bvo. ss- 
THE BRITISH SCHOOL : An Anecdotal 

Guide to the British. Painters and 

Paintings in the National Gallery. 

Fcap. Bvo. zs. 6d. net. 
HARVEST HOME. Fcap. Bvo. M. net, 
A LITTLE OF EVERYTHING. Third 

Edition, Fcap. Bvo. is. net. 
See also Lamb (Charles). 

Lydekker (R.). THE OX AND ITS 
KINDRED. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Lydekker (B.) and Oihera. REPTILES, 
AMPHIBIA, FISHES, AND LOWER 
CHORDATA. Edited by J. C. Cunning- 
ham. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. los. 6d. net. 

Hacaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND 
HISTORICAL ESSAYS Edited by F. 
C. Montague. Three Volumts. Cr. 8to. 
its. 

MoOabe (Joseph). THE EMPRESSES OF 
ROME. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. 
net. 

THE EMPRESSES OF CONSTANTI- 
NOPLE. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. los. 6d. 
net. 

nacCarthy (Desmond) and Rnesell 

(Agatha). LADY JOHN RUSSELL: A 

Memoir. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

Dejny Bvo. los. 6a. net. 

MoDougall (William). AN INTRODUC- 
TION TO SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY. 
Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo. ss- net. 

BODY AND MIND : A History and a 
Defence of Animism. Second Edition. 
Demy Bvo. los. 6d. net. 

Maeterlinck (Maurice). THE BLUE 
BIRD ; A Fairy Play in Six Acts. 
Translated by Alexander Teixeira de 
Mattos. ■ Fcap. Bvo. Deckle Edges %s 6d. 
net. Also Fcap. %vo. is.net. An Edition, 
illustrated in colour by F. Cavley Robin- 
son; is also published. Cr. i^o. 21J. net. 
Of the above book Thirty-three Editions in 
all have been issued. 

MARY MAGDALENE: A Play in Three 
Acts. Translated by Alexander Teixeira 
DE Mattos. Third Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 
Deckle Ecies. y. 6d.net. Also Fcap. Bvo. 
IS. net. 

OUR ETERNITY. Translated by Alex- 
ander Teixeira de Mattos. Fcap. Bvo. 
ss. net. 

Maeterlinck (Mme. M.) (Georgette 
Leblano). THE CHILDREN'S BLUE- 
BIRD. Translated by Alexander 
Teixeira de Mattos. Illustrated. Fcap. 
Bvo. ss, net. 



General Literature 



Hahaffy (J. P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNDER THE PTOLEMAICDYNASTY. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Haltland (F.W.). ROMAN CANON LAW 
IN THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND, 
Royal Zvo. js. 6d. 

Harett (R. R.). THE THRESHOLD OF 
RELIGION. Tktrd Edition. Cr. izio. 

SS. Hit. 

Marriott (Cbarles). A SPANISH HOLI- 
DAY. Illustrated. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE RHINE. 
Illustrated. Demy ^vo. los. 6d. net. 

Marriott (J. A. R.). ENGLAND SINCE 
WATERLOO. With Maps. Second 
Edition. Demy Sat?, lo;. bd. net. 

Masefleld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. Sot. 
3^. 6d. net. 

A' SAILOR'S GARLAND. Selected and 
Edited. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. yi. 6d. 
net. 

Haaterman (0. P. G.). TENNYSON 

AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE CONDITION OF ENGLAND. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Fcap. 

Szfo. ij net. 

Also.Fcap. ivo. is, net. 

Hayne (Ethel Colbnrn). BYRON. Illus- 
trated. Two Volumes. Demy Bvo. ais. net. 

HedUy (D. J.). ORIGINAL ILLUSTRA- 
TIONS OF ENGLISH CONSTITU- 
TIONAL HISTORY. Cr. 8ot. js. 6d. net. 

Hethaen (i.M. S.). ENGLAND'S RUIN : 
Discussed in Fourteen Letters to a 
Protectionist. Ninth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
3d. net. 

Miles (Eustace). LIFE AFTER LIFE ; 

OR, The Theory of Reincarnation. 

Cr. ivo. zs. 6d. net. 
THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION: 

How to Acquire it. Ei/th Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 3*. 6d. net. 

Hillals (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS. Illustrated. New Edition. 
Demy Zvo. "js. 6d. net. 

HUne (J. G.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s. 

Mitchell (P.Chalmers). THOMASHENRY 
HUXLEY. Ecap. 8to. is. net. 

■olfat (Mary M.), QUEEN LOUISA OF 
PRUSSIA. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 
Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

MARIA THERESA. Illustrated. Demy 
Bvo, los, 6d. net. 



Honey (L. G. Ghiozza). RICHES AND 
POVERTY, 1910. Eleventh Edition, 
Demy Bvo. 5J. net. 

MONEY'S FISCAL DICTIONARY, 1910. 
Second Edition, Demy Bvo. . ss.- net. . ; 

THINGS THAT MATTER: Papers on 

■SUBJECTS; which ARE,' OR OUGHT TO BE, 

UNPER Discussion. Demy Svt?. 5J. net. 

Montague (0. E.). DRAMATIC VALUES. 
Second Edition, Fcap. Sz/t?. 5J. 

Hoorhouse (E. HaUam), NELSON'S 
LADY HAMILTON. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Demy Bvo. "js. 6d. net, 

Morgan (C. Lloyd). INSTINCT AND 
EXPERIENCE. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
5s. net. 

Nevill (Lady Dorothy). MV OWN 

TIMES. Edited by her Son. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy Bvo. ' 15^. net. 

O'Donnell (Elliot). WERWOLVES. Cr. 
Bvo. 5J. net. 

Oman (0. W. C.). A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF -WAR IN THE MIDDLE 
AGES. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. tos, 6d. 
net. 

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN 
CONQUEST. With Maps. Third Edi- 

\ ' tioHt Revised. Demy Bvo. xos. 6d, net. 

Oxford (M. ».). A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. Sixth Edition, Revised. 
Cr. Bvo. 3J. 6d. net. 

Pakes (W. 0. 0.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Second and 
. Cheaper Edition. , Jleyised by . A. T. 
Nankivell. Cr.'Bvii: ' ^. net. 

Parker (Eric). A BOOK OF THE 
ZOO. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s, ■ :■ 

Pears (Sir Edwin). TURKEY AND ITS 
PEOPLE. Second Edition, Demy Bvo, 
12S, 6d, net, 

Petrle (W. H. Flinders.) A HISTORY 

OF EGYPT. Illustrated. Six Volumes. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. each. 
Vol. I. From the 1st, to the XVIth 

Dynasty. Seventh Edition, 
Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth 

Dynasties. Fifth Edition. 
Vol.' III. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties. 
Vol: IV. Egypt under the Ptolemaic 

Dynasty, J. P. Mahaffy. Second Edition. 
Vol V. Egypt under Roman Rule. J. G. 

Milne. Second EditioH.^ '- 
Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Ag&s. 

Stanley Lane Poole. Second Edition. 



10 



Methuen and Company Limited 



RELIGION. AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENX EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr. too. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. ivo. 

2S, 6d. . , ( 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. First Series, ivth to Xltth Dynasty. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 
2S, 6d. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. Second Series, xviiith to xixth 
Dynasty.', Illustrated. Second, Edition, 
Cr. Svo. 3J, 6d. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. lUus- 
■ trated. Cr. Svo 3J. 6d. 

Pollard (Alfred VI.). SHAKESPEARE 
FOLIQS AND QUARTOS. A Study in 
the Bibliography of Siiakespeare's Plays, 
1394-1683^ Illustrated, Folio. £z is. net. 

Porter (G^ E.). THE PROGRESS OF 
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited 
by F. W. Hirst. Demy Zvo. jQi js. net. 

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF 
AN ORATOR. Cr. ivo. 6s. 

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND 
FROM ADAM SMITH TO AR^fOLD 
TOYNBEE. Eighth Edition. Cr. iiio. 
3S. 6d. 

Pyoraft (W. P.). A HISTORY OF BIRDS. 

Illustrated. Demy ^o. 10s. 6d. net. 

Rawllngs (Gertrude B.). COINS AND 
HOW TO KNOW THtiM. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Cr. ^o. 6s. 

Kegan (0. Talt). THE FRESHWATER 
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES. 
Illustrated. Cr. Bzio. 6s. 

Reid (Archdall). THE LAWS OF HERE- 
DITY. Second Edition. Demy ivo. 
£,1 IS. net. - * 

Robertson (C. Grant). SELECT STAT- 
UTES, CASES, AND DOCUMENTS, 
1660-1832. Second^ Revised and Ehlarged 
Edition. Demy %*ifo. los. 6d. net. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER- 
IANS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy 
Bvo. los. 6d. itet. 

Roe (Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy 8o<?. 
10*. 6d. net. 



*Rolla (Richard). THE FIRE OF LOVE 
and THE MENDING OF LIFE. 
Edited by Frances M. Comper. Cr. Zvo. 
3s, 6d. net. 

Ryan (P. P. W.). STUART LIFE AND 
MANNERS: A Social History. Illus- 
trated. ■ Demy Svo. los. 6d^ net. , 

Ryley (A. Beresford). OLD PASTE. 

Illustrated. Royal Zvo. £2. 2s. tiet. 

*Sakl' (H. H. Munro). REGINAjLD. 
Third Edition. Fcap. imo. 2s. 6d. net. 

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcap. Btiot 
as. 6d. net. 

Sandeman (6. A. C). METTERNICH. 
Illustrated.* Demy Bvo. los. 6d. net. 

Schidrowltz (Philip). RUBBER. Illus- 
trated. Demy Bvo. las. 6d. net. 

Schloesser (H. H.). TRADE UNIONISM. 
Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. . 



Seloos (Edmund). TOMMY SMITHS 
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Thirteenth Edi- 
tion. Fcap. Bvo. as. 6d. 

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Fcap, Bvo. 
as. 6d. 

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr.tvo. 6s. 

Shakespeare (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664; 
1683. Each £^ 4s. netj or a complete set, 
;Ci2 las. net. 

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes 
by George Wyndham. Demy Bvo. Buck- 
rant, xos. 6d. 

Shaw (Stanley). WILLIAM OF GER- 
MANY. Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net. 

Shelley (Percy Byeshe). POEMS. With 
an Introduction by A. Clutton-Brock and 
notes by C. D. LococK, Two Volumes. 
Demy Bvo. £1 is. net. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited by Edwin Cannan. 
Two Volumes; Demy Bvo. £\ is. net. 

Smith (G. F. Herbert). GEM-STONES 
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC- 
TERS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bfuo. 6s. net. 
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Snell (F. 3.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Cr. Stuj. 6s. 
THE CUSTOMS OF OLD ENGLAND. 

Illustrated. Cr. Sot. 6s. 

'Stancliffo.' GOLF DO'S AND DONrS. 
Sixth Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. net. 

BtevenBOn (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 
by Sir Sidney Colvin.' A New and. En- 
larged Edition in four volumes. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. %vo. Ectch ss. Leather^ 
each SJ. net. 

Storr (Yernon F.). DEVELOPMENT 
AND DIVINE PURPOSE. Cr. ivo. sj. 
net. 

Streatfeiia (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net. , , 

Surtees (K. S.). HANDLEY CROSS, 

Illustrated., Fifth Edition. Fcetp. Svo 

Gilt top. ,3*. 6d. net. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR 

Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo 

Gilt top. 3J. 6d. net. 
ASK MAMMA ; or, THE RICHEST 

COMMONER IN ENGLAND. lUus 

trated. Fcap. ^o. Gilt top. js'. 6d. net. 
JORROCKS'S JAUNTS AND JOLLI 

TIES. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 

Sz/o. Gilt top. 3J. 6d. net. 
MR. FACEY ROMFORD'S HOUNDS. 

Illustrated. Fcap. 9vo. Gilt top. 3s. 6d. 

net. 
HAWBUCK GRANGE; OK, THE SPORT 

ING ADVENTURES OF THOMAS 

SCOTT, Esq. . Illustrated. Fcap. Szio. 

Gilt top. 3s, 6d. net. 

Bnso (Henry). THE LIFE OF THE 
BLESSED HENRY SUSO. By Himself. 
Translated by T. F. Knox. With an Intro- 
duction by "Dean Inge. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo, 3J. 6d. net. 

Swanton (a. W.). FUNGI AND HOW 
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 
6s. net. 

BRITISH PLANT -GALLS. Cr. &vo. 
•js. 6d. net. 

Symes (J. E.). THE FRENCH REVO- 
LUTION. Second Edition. Cr.iz/o. 2s^6d. 

Tabor (Margaret E.). THE SAINTS IN 
ART. With their Attributes and Symbols 
Alphabetically Arranged. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Fcap. ivo. 3J. 6d. net. 

Taylor (A. E.). ELEMENTS OF META- 
PHYSICS. Second Editiiin. Demy &po. 
loj. 6d. net. 



Taylor (Mrs. Basil) (Harriet Osgood). 

JAPANESE GARDENS. Illustrated. 
Cr. 4/0, £1 ts. net. 

Ihibaudean (A. 0.). BONAPARTE AND 
THE CQNSULATE. ' Translated and 
Edited byG. K. FortescuE. Illustrated. 

' Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net. 

Thomas (Ednard). MAURICE MAE- 
TERLINCK. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. sj. net. 

Thompson (Francis). SELECTED 
POEMS OF FRANCIS THOMPSON. 
With a Biographical Note by Wilfrid 
Meynell. With a Portrait in Photbgiravure. 
Twentieth Thousand. Fcap. Bvo. 5s. net. 

Tlleston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twenty-first 
Edition. _ Medium itmo. 2s. 6d. net. 
Also an edition in superior binding, 6s. 

THE STRONGHOLD OF HOPE. 
Medium x6mo. zs. 6d, net.^ 

Toynbee (Paget). DANTE ALIGPIERI. 
His Life and Works. With i6 Illustra- 
tions. Fflurth and Enlarged Edition. Cr. 
ivo. sj. net\ 

Trevelyan (G. M.). ENGLAND UNDER 
THE STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. 
Sixth Edition. Demy %vo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Triggs (H. Inigo). TOWN PLANNING : 
Past, Present, and Possible. Illustra- 
ted. Second Edition. Wide Royal ivo. 
T5J. net. 

Turner (Blr Alfred E.). SIXTY YEARS 
OF A SOLDIER'S LIFE. Demy S.vo. 
jzs. 6d. net. 

Underbill (EYelyn). MYSTICJISM., A 
Study in the Nature and Development of 
Man's Spiritual Consciousness. Fifth 
Edition. , Demy Z^o.. 15s. net. 

Urwick (E. J.). A PHILOSOPHY OF 
SOCIAL PROGRESS. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Yardon (Harry). HOW TO PLAY GOLF. 
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 
3s. 6d. net. 

Vernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS 
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With 
an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. Moore. 
Two Volumes. Second Edftion^ Cr. Zoo. 
ISJ. net. 

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO 
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by 
the late DitAN Church. Two Volumes. 
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 15J. net. 
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READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF 
DANTE. With an Introduction by the 
Bishop of Ripon. Two Volumes. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. i^s. net. 

Vlckers (Kenneth H.). ENGLAND IN 
THE LATER MIDDLE AGES. With 
Maps. Second Edition, Demy Bvo. 
xos. 6d. net. 

Waddell (L. A.). LHASA AND ITS 
MYSTERIES. With a Record of the Ex- 
pedition of 1903-1^4. Illustrated. Third 
and Cheaper Edition. Medium Bvo. js. 6d. 
net. 

Wade (G. W. and J. H,). RAMBLES IN 
SOMERSET. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. bs. 

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG- 
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS. Interpreta- 
tions, embodying Wagner's own explana- 
tions., By Alice Leighton Cleather 
and Basil Crump. Fcap. Svo, zs. 6d. each. 
ThE'Ring of the Nibelung. 

Sixth Edition. 
Lohengrin and Parsifal. 

Third Edition. 
Tristan and Isolde. 

Second Edition, 
Tannhauser and the Mastersingers 
OF Nuremburg. 

WaterhoDse (Elizabeth). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED. Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Third Edition. 
Small Pott Bvo. as. net. 

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE. 
A Second Series of Little Homilies to 
Women in Country. Places. Small Pott Bvo. 
2j. net. 

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Being 
Selections for Morning and Evening Read- 
ing. Chosen and arranged by Elizabeth 
Waterhouse. Large Cr. Bvo. 5J. net. 

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Small 
Pott Bvo. IS. net. 

VERSES. A New Edition. Fta^. Bvo. zs. 
net. 

Waters (W.G.). ITALIAN SCULPTORS. 

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo, 7^-. 6d. net. 

Watt (Francis). EDINBURGH AND 
THE LOTHIANS. Illustrated Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 10s. 6d. net. 

R. L. S. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6j. 

Wedmore (Sir Frederick). MEMORIES. 
Second Edition, Demy Bvo. js, 6d. net, 

Welgall (Arthur B. P.). A GUIDE TO 

THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER 

EGYPT : From Abydos to the Sudan 

Frontier. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo, IS. f>d. net. 



Wells (J.). OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Four- 
teenth Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. Bvo. 
3s. 6d. 

Whitten (Wilfred). A LONDONER'S 
LONDON. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Wllde (Oscar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR 
WILDE. Twelve Volumes, Fcap. Bvo. 
$s, net each volume. 

I. Lord Arthur Savile's Crime and 
the Portrait of Mr. W. H. ii. The 
Duchess of Padua, hi. Poems, iv. 
Lady Windermere's Fan. v. A Woman 
of No Importance', yi. An Ideal Hus- 
band. VII. The Importance of being 
Earnest, viii. A House of Pome- 
granates. IX. Intentions, x. De Pro- 
fundis and Prison Letters, xi. Essays. 
XII. Salom]^, a Florentine Tragedy, 
and La Sainte Courtisane. 

Williams (H.Hoel). A ROSE OF SAVOY : 
Marie Adelaide of Savoy, Duchesse de 
Bouhgogne, Mother of Louis xv. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 15s. 
net. 

THE FASCINATING DUC DE RICHE- 
LIEU : Louis Francois Armand du 
Plessis (1696-1788). Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 
15s. net. 

A PRINCESS OF ADVENTURE: Marie 
Caroline, Duchesse de Berry (1798- 
1870). Illustrated. Demy Bvo. t<s. net. 

THE LOVE AFFAIRS OF THE 
CONDfiS (1530-1740). Illustrated. Demy 
Bvo. isj. net. 

Wilson (Ernest H.). A NATURALIST IN 
WESTERN CHINA. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Demy Bvo. £^ jos, net. 

Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM MIDSHIP- 
MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. Illus- 
trated. Fifth Edition. Demy Bvo, "js. 6d. 
net. 
Also Fcap. Bvo. is. net. 

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1857- 
59). Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
6s, 

Wood (W. Blrkbeck) and Edmonds (Co]. 
J. E.), A HISTORY OF THE CIVIL" 
WAR IN THE UNITED STATES 
(1861-65). With an Introduction hy Spenser 
Wilkinson. With 24 Maps and Plans; 
Third Edition. Demy Bvo. x-zs. 6d. net. 

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS. With an 
Introduction and Notes by Nowell C. 
Smith. Three Volumes. Demy Bvo. 15s. 
net. 

Yeats (W, B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Third Edition, Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d. 
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Part 1 1. — A Selection of Series 

Ancient Cities 

General Editor, SiR B. C. A. WINDLE 

Cr, Szfo. 4s. 6d. net each volume 

With Illustrations by E. H. New, and other Artists 



Bristol. Alfred Harvey. 
Canterbury. J. C. Cp\. 
Chester. Sir B. C. A. Windle. 
Dublin. S. A. O. Fitzpatrick, 



Edinburgh. M. G. Williamson. 
Lincoln. E. Mansel Sympson. 
Shrewsbury. T. Auden. 
Wells and. Glastonbury. T. S. Holmes. 



The Antiquary's Books 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX 

Demy 8&^. 7^. dd. net each volume 

With Numerous Illustrations 



Ancient Painted Glass in England. 
Philip Nelson. 



Archeology 
R. Munro. 



Bells of England, Thb. 
Raven. Second Edition. 



and False Antiquities. 
Canon J. J. 



Brasses op England, The. Herbert W. 
Macklin. Third Edition. 

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian 
Times. J. RomilJy Allen. Second Edition. 

Castles and Walled TovfNS of England, 
The. A. Harvey. 

Churchwarden's Accounts j'kom the 
Fourteenth Century to the Close of 
THE Seventeenth Century.. 

Domesday Inquest, The. Adolphus Ballard. 

i^NGLisH Church Furniture. J. C. Cox 
and A. Harvey. Second Edition. 



English Costume. From Prehistpric Times 
to the End of the Eighteenth Century. 
George Clinch. 

Abbot "Gasquef. 



English Monastic Lifb. 
Fourth Edition. 



English Seals', 



J. Harvey Bloom. 

Historical Science. 



Folk-Lore as an 
Sir G. L. Gomme. 

Gilds and Companies of London, The. 
George Unwin. 

*Hermits anp, Anchorites of England, 
The. Rotha Mary Clay. 

Mai4or and Manorial Records, The 
Nathaniel J. Hone. Second Edition. 

Medieval Hospitals of England, The. 
Rotha Mary Clay. 

Old English Instruments of Music 
F. W. Galpin, Second Edition. 
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The Antiquary's Booku— continued 

Old English Libraries. James Hutt. 

Old Service Books of the English 
Church. Christopher \^ordsworth, Jand 
Henry Littlehales. Second Edition. 

Parish Life in Medieval England. 
Abbot Gasquet. Foicrih Edition. 



Parish Registers 
J. C. Cox. 



OF England, The. 



Remains of the Prehistoric Age in 
England. Sir B. C. A. Windle. Second 
Edition. 

Roman Era in Britain, The. J. Ward. 

Romano-British Buildings and Earth- 
works. J. Ward. 

RoYAt Forests of England, The. J. C. 
Cox: ■ 

Shrines op British Saints. J. C. Wall. 



The Arden Shakespeare 

Demy 8vo. 2s. 6d, net each volume 

An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays ; each edited with a full Introduction, 
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the toot of the page 



All's Well That Ends Well. 

Antonv and Cleopatra. Second Edition. 

As You Like It. 

Cymbeline. 

Comedy of Errors, The 

Hamlet. Fourth Edition. 

Julius Caesar. 

*KiNG Henry iv. Pt. i. 

King Henky v. 

King Henry vi. Pt. i. 

King Henry vi. Pt. it. 

King Henry vi. Pt. hi. 

King Lear. 

King Richard ii. 

King Richard hi. 

Life and Death of King John, The. 

Love's LAfiqyR's Lost. Second Edition. 



Macbeth. 

Measure for Measure. 

Merchant of Venice, The. Second Editiotu 

Merry Wives of Windsor, The. 

Midsummer Night's Dream, A. 

Othello. 

Pericles. 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Taming of the Shrew, The. 

Tempest, The. 

TiMON of Athens. 

Titus Andronicus. 

Troilus and Cressida. 

Two Gentlemen of Verona, The. 

Twelfth Night. 

Venus and Adonis. 

Winter's Tale, The. 



Art of the Greeks, The. 
lis. 6d. net. ' •'• 



Art of the Romans, The. 
1 5 J. n£t. 

Chardin. H. E. a. Furst. 



Classics of Art 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING 
JVtth numerous Illustrations, Wide Royal Zvo 
H. B. Walters. 
H. B. Walters. 



1 2 J. 6d. net. 



Donatello. Maud Cruttwell. igj. net. 

Florentine Sculptors of the Renais- 
sance. Wilhelm -Bode. Translated by 
Jessie Haynes.. i2j-. td. net. 

George Romney. Arthur B, Chamberlain. 
12^. 6d, net. 
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Classics of Avt~cpntinued 

Ghirlandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second 
Edition, xos. 6d. net. ' 

Lawrence. Sir Walter Armstrong. jQiis.net. 

Michelangelo. Gerald S. Davies. 12s. 6d, 
net, 

Raphael. A. P. Opp^. 12s. 6d. net. 

Rembrandt's Etchings. A. M. Hiud. 
Two Volumes. 2rj. Tiet. 
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Rubens. Edward Dillon. 23^. net. 

Tintoretto. ' Evelyn Match Phillipps. 15^. 
net, J 

Titian. Charles Ricketts. 153-. net. 

Turner's Sketches and Drawings." A. J. 
Finberg. Second Edition. 12s. 6d. net. 

Velazquez. A. de Beruete. 10s. 6d. net. 



The 'Complete' Series 

Fully Illustrated, Demy Svo 



The Complete Association Footballer. 

B. S. Eyeifs and C, E. Hughes-Davies. 

SS, net. > . ■ 

The Complete Athletic Trainer. S. A. 

Mussabini. 5;. net. 
The Complete Billiard Player. Charles 

Roberts, xos. 6d. net. 
The Complete Boxer. J. G. Bohun Lynch. 

SS. net. ,.'.,'. , 

The Complete Cook. Lilian Whitling. 

js. 6d. net. ■ ' ■. • ■ 

The Complete CricketEr. Albert E. 
Knight., js. 6d. net. Second Edition, 

The Complete FoxhunTer. Charles Rich- 
ardson, izs, 6d. Tiet. Second Edition. 

The Complete Golfer. Harry Vardon. 

ros. (>d. net. Fourteenth Edition, Revised. 
The Complete Hockey-Player. Eustace 

E. White. SS. net. Second Edition. 
The Complete Hojbseman. W. Scarth 

Dixon. Second Edition. 10s. 6d. net. 



The Complete Lawn Tennis Player. 

A. Wallis Myers. loj. &^. net. Fourth 

Edition. , 

The Complete Motorist. Filson Young. 

12s. 6d. net. New Edition (Seventh). 
The Complete Mountaineer. G. D. 
, Abraham., t$s.net. Second Edition, 
The Complete Oahsman. R. C. Lehmann. 

V)S,.6d. net. ... ^,^ 
The Complete ^Photographer. R. Child 
..Bayley.. ibj. 6rf- net. -Fifth' Edition^ 

Revised. 
The Complete Rupsv Footbali,bjb,)On the 

New Zealand System. D. GaUahej and 

W. J. Stead. los. 6d. net. Second Edition. 
The Complete Shot. G. T. Teasdale- 

Buckell. I2J. td. net. Third Edition. 
The Complete Swimmer. F. Sachs, ^s.td. 

net. 
The Complete Yachtsman. B. Heckstall- 

Smitlv and E;, du Boulay. Second Edition^ 

Revised, iss. nett^ t,/,i .%: r-ti ■;• 



The Connoisseur's Library 

With numerous Illustrations, Wide Royal Svo, 2^s, net each volume , 



English Furniture. F. S. Robinson. 
EngliIsh Coloured Books. Mkrtin Hardie. 
Etchings. Sir F. Wedmore Second Edition. 



Enamels. Henry. H. Cunyng- 



European 
hame. 

Glass. Edward Dillon; 

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths* Work. 
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition. 

Illuminated MAkuscRiFTS. J. A, Herbert. 
Second Edition. 



Ivories. Alfred Maskell. 



Jewellery. 
Edition. 



H. CliflFord Smith. Second 



Mezzotints. Cyril Davenport. 

Miniatures. Dudley Heath. 

Porcelain. Edward Dillon. 

Fine Books. A. W. Pollard. 

Seals.- ' Walter de Gray Birch. 

Wood Sculpture. Alfred Maskell. Second 
Edition, 
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Handbooks of English Chupch History 

Edited by J. H. BURN. Crown Svo, 2s. 6d. net each volume 

The Reformation Period. Henry Gee. 

Bruce 



The Foundations of the English Church. 
J. H. Maude. 

The Saxon Church and the Norman 
Conquest. C. T. Cruttwell. 

The Medieval Church and the Papacy. 
A. C. Jennings. 



The Struggle with Puritanism. 
Blaxland. 



The Church of England in the Eigh- 
teenth Century. Alfred Plummer. 



Handbooks of Theology 



The Doctrine of the Incarnation. R. L. 
Ottley. Fifth Ediiioni Revised. Demy 
Svo. i2s. 6d. ., 

A History of Early Christian Doctrine. 

J. F. Bethune-Baker. Bemy Svo. los. 6d.'' 
An Introduction to the History of 

Religion. F. B. Tevons. Sixth Edition. 

Devey 8»i». loj. td. 



An Introduction to the History of the 
Creeds. A. E. Burn. Demy %vo. los. 6d. 

The philosophy of Religion in England 
AND America. Alfred Caldecott. DemyBvo. 
los. 6d, 

The XXXIX Articles of the Church of 
England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson. 
Seventh Edition. Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d. 



The 'Home Life' Series 

Illustrated. Demy 8z/o. 6s. to los. 6d. net 



Home Life in America. Katherine G. 
Busbey. Second Edition. 

Home Life in France. Miss Betham- 
Edwards. Sixth Edition. 

Home Life in Germany. Mrs, A. Sidgwick, 
Second Edition. 



Home Life in Holland. 
Second Edition. 



D. S. Meldnim. 



Home Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon. 
Second Edition, 



Home Life in Norway. 
Second Edition. 



H. K. Daniels. 



Home Life in Russia. A. S. Rappoport. 

Home Life in Spain. S. L. Bensusan. 
Second Edition. 



The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books 

Feap. %vo. 3J. (yd. net each volume 
WITH COLOURED ILLUSTRATIONS 



The Life and Death of John Mytton, 
Esq. Nimrod. Fifth Edition. 

The Life of a Sportsman. Nimrod. 

Handley Cross. R. S. Surtees. Fourth 
Edition. 

Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tohr. R. S. 
Surtees. Second Edition. 

JORROCKS'S JaDNTS AND JOLLITIES. R. S. 

Surtees. Third Edition. 
Ask Mamma. R. S. Surtees. 



The Analysis of the Hunting Field. 
R. S. Surtees. 

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of 
THE Picturesque. William Cnnibe. 

The Tour of De. Syntax in Search of 
Consolation. William Combe. 

The Third Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search 
OF A Wife. William Combe. 

Life in London. Pierce Egan. 



WITH PLAIN illustrations 



The Grave : A Poem. Robert Blair. 



Illustratioijs of the Book of Job. In- 
vented and Engraved by William Blake. 



General Literature 
Leaders of Religion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. With Portraits 
Crown Svo. 2s. net each volume 
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Cardinal Newman. R. H. Hutton. 

John Wesley. J. H. Overton. 

Bishop Wjlberforce. G. W. DanielL . 

Cardinal Manning. A. W. button, 

Charles Simeon. H. C. G. Moule. 

John Knox. F. MacCunn. Second Sdiiion. 

John Howe. R. F. Horton. 

Thomas Ken. F. A. Clarke. 

George Fox, the Quaker^ T. Hodgkin. 
Third Edition. 

John Keblb. Walter Lode 



Thomas Chalmers. Mrs. Oliphant. Second 
Edition. 

Lancelot Andrbwes. R. L. Ottley. Second 
Edition, 

Augustine of Canterbury. E. L. Cutts. 

William Laud. W. H. Hutton. Fourth 
Edition. 

John Donne. Augustus Jessop: 

Thomas Cranmer. A. J. Mason. 

Latimer. R., M. j(ind A. J. Carlyle. 

Bishop Butler. W. A. Spooner., 



The Library of Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes 
Small Pott Svo, cloth, 2s.; leather, 2s. 6d, net each volume 



The Confessions of St. Augustine. 
Eighth Edition, 

The Imitation of Christ. Sixth Edition. 

The Christian Year. Fifth Edition, 

Lyra Innocentium. Third Edition* 

The Temple. Second Edition. 

A Book of Devotions. Second Edition. 

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 
Life. Fifth Edition. 

A Guide to Eternity. 

The Inner Way. Second Edition- 

On the Love of God. 

The Psalms of David. 

Lyra Apostolica. 

The Song of Songs. 

The Thoughts of Pascal. Second Edition. 

A Manual of Consoi^tion from the 
Saints and Fathers. 

Devotions from the Apocpvpha. 

The Spiritual Combat. 



The Devotions of St. Anselm. 

Bishop Wilson's Sacra Privata. 

Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sin- 
ners. 

Lyra Sacra. A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Second Edition. 

A Day Book from the Saints and 
Fathers. .^,^ . , 

A Little Book of Heavenly Wisdom. A 
Selection from the English Mystics. 

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from 
the German Mystics. 

An Introduction to the Devout Life. 

The Little Flowers of the Glorious 
Messer St. Francis and of his Friars. 

Death and Immortality. 

The Spiritual Guide. Third Edition. 

Devotions for Every Day in the Week 
AND the Great Festivals. 

Preces Privatae. 

Horae Mysticae. a Day Book from the 
Writings of Mystics of Many Nations. 
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METHUEN AND' COiMPANY LIMITED 



Little Books on Art 

Witk many Illustrations. D&my i6mo. 2s. 6d. net each voluuie 

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and co.ntains from 30 to 40 Illustrations, 
including a Frontispiece in Photogravure 



Albrecht DtJRHR. L. J. AHen. 

Arts of Japan, The. E. Dillon. Third 

Edition. '. 

Bookplates. E. Almack. 
Botticelli., Mary L. Bonnor. 
BuRNE- Jones. F. de Lisle. 
Cellini. R. H. H. Cust. 
Christian Symbolism- Mrs. H. Jenner, 
Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Claude. E. Dillon. 

Constable; > H. W. Tompkins. Second 
Edition, 

CoROT. A.' Pollard and E. Birnstihgl. 

Early English Water-Colour. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. Second Edition: 

Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran. 

George Romney. G. Paston. 

Greek Art.. H. B. Walters. Fifth Edition. 



G^'RXiz^ and Boucher. E. F. Pollard. 
Holbein. Mrs. G, Fortescue. 
Illuminated Manuscripts. J. W. Bradley, 
Je,wellery. C. Davenport. Second Edition. 
John Hoppner. H. V. K. Sldpton. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. SetoHd 

Edition. 

Millet. N. Peacock. Second Edition. 

Miniatures. C. Davenport, V.D., F.S.A. 
Second Edition. 

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 

Raphael. A. R, Dryhurst. 

Rodin. Muriel Ciolkowska. 

:f urner. . F. Tyrrell-Gill. 

Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Velazquez. ' W. Wilberforce and A. R. 
Gilbert. 

Wa-Tts. R. E. D. Sketchley. Second Edition. 



The Little Galleries 

Demy i6fno. 2s. 6d. net each volufne 

Each volume cont^ns 20 plates in PhotogravurCj together with a short outline of 
the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted 



A Little Gallery of Reynolds. 
A Little Gallery of Romney. 



A Little Gallery of Hoppner. 
A Little Gallery of Mii.lais. 



The Little Guides 

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and otheir artists, and from photographs 

Small Pott Bvo. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ,n^t; leather, y. 6d. tut each volume 

The main features of these Guides are ( i ) a handy and charming form ; (2) illus- 
trations from photographs and by well-known artists; (3) good plans and maps j 
(4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interesting in the 
natural features, history, archeology, and architecture of the town or district treated. 

Isle of Wight, The. G. Clinch. 
London. G. Clinch. 

Malvern Country, Thr. SirB.C.A.Windle. 
North Wales. A. T. Story. 



Cambridge and its Colleges. A. H. 
Thompson. Third Edition, Revised. 

Channel Islands, The. £. E. Bicknell. 

English Lakes, The. F, G. Brabant, ; 
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Oxford and its Colleges. 
TeniA Edition. 



J. Wells. 



St. Paul's Cathedral. G. Clinch. 

Shakespeare's Country. Sir B. C. A. 
Windle. Fifth Edition. 

South Wales. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 

Westminster Abbey. G. E. Troutbeck. 
Second Edition. 



Berkshire. F. G. Brabant. 

Buckinghamshire. E. S..Roscoe. Second 
Edition. 

Cheshire. W. M. Gallichan. 

Cornwall. A. L. Salmon. Second Edition. 

Derbyshire. J. C. Cox. 

Devon. S. Baring-Gould. Third Edition. 

Dorset. F. R. Heath. Third Edition. 

Durham. J. E. Hodgkin. 

Essex. J C. Cox. 

Hampshire.. J. C. Cox. Second Edition. 

Hertfordshire. H. W. Tompkins. 

Kent. G. Clinch; 

Kerry. C. P. Crane. Second Edition. 

Leicestershire and Rutland. . A, Harvey 
and V. B. Crowther-Beynon. 

Middlesex. J. B. Firth. 

MoNMOUTHSifiRE. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 



Norfolk. 
Revised. 



W. A. Dutt. Third Edition, 
W. Dry. ..Ifew and 



Northamptonshire. 
Revised Edition. 

Northumberland. J. E. Morris. 

Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford. , ' ', 

Oxfordshire. F. G. Brabant. Second Edition. 

Shropshire. J. E. Auden. 

Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. Third 
Edition. ■ t 

Staffordshire. C. Masefield. 

Suffolk. W. A. Dutt. 

Surrey. . J. C. Cox. 

StissEX. F. G. Brabant. Fourth jEditioH. 

Wiltshire. F. R. Heath. Second Edition. 

Yorkshire, The East Riding. J. E. 
Morris. 

Yorkshire,' 

Morris. 



The North • Riding. J. E. 



Yorkshire, The West Riding. ' J. E. 
Morris. Cloth, 3J. td. net; leather, 4J. 6d. 
net. ••■'■■ • " ' •■•"': ■ 



Brittany. S. Baring-Gould. Second Edition. 
Normandy. C. Scudamore. Second Edition. 
Rome. C. G. Ellaby.' ' , .■.■'''^'■' 

Sicily. F. H. Jackson. 



The Little .Library 

With Introduction, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces 
Smatl Pott 8m Each Volume, cloth, \s: 6d, net 



Anon. A LIT-fLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LYRICS. Second Edition. 

Anaten (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Two Volumes. 
NORTHANGER ABBEY. 



Bacon (Francis). 
LORD BACON. 



THE ESSAYS OF 



Barham (R. 

LEGENDS. 



H.). THE INGOLDSBY 
Two Volumes. 



Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. 

Beokford (William). THE HISTORY OF 
THE CALIPH VATHEK. 



Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE 

Borrow (George). LAVENGRO. Two 

Volumes. 
THE ROMANY RYE. 

Brownlng(Kobert). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE. EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT 
■ BROWl^ING. 

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THEiANTI-JACQBIN: With some later 
Poems by George Canning. .^ 

Oosrley (Abraham). THE ' ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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The Little LVavary— continued 

Orablie (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRABBE. 

Cralk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. Tiva Volumes. 

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Dante ftlighlerl. THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE. Translated by H. F. Caey. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Gary. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Carv. 

Darley (Oeor^e). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Dlokens(Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
Two Volumes. 

Eerrler (Susan). MARRIAGE. Two 
Volumes. 
HE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes. 



GaBkell (Hrs.). 

Edition. 



CRANFORD. Second 



Hamthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET 
LETTER. 

Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
SCOTTISH VERSE. 



KInglake (A. W.), 

Edition. 



EOTHEN. Second 



Looker (F.). LONDON LYRICS. 



Mariell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. 

Hilton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF 
JOHN MILTON. 

Molr(D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH. 

Sichols (Bowyor). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 



Smith (Horace and James). 

ADDRESSES. 



REJECTED 



A SENTIMENTAL 



Sterne (Laurence). 

JOURNEY. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. 

IN MEMORIAM. 

THE PRINCESS. 

MAUD. 

Thackeray 0». M.). VANITY FAIR. 

Three Volumes. 
PENDENNIS. Three Volumes. 
CHRISTMAS B00;KS. 

Yaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. 

Waterhonse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. 
Fourteenth Edition. 

Wo)!d3warth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS- 
WORTH. 

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (8. T.). 
LYRICAL BALLADS. Third Edition. 



The Little Qaarto Shakespeare 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. Witii Introductions and Notes 

Pott itmo. 40 Volumes. Leather, price is. net each volume 

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. los. net 



Miniature Library 

Demy j2mo. Leather, is. net each volume 



EupHRANOR : A Dialogue on Yoiith. Edward 

FitzGerald. 
The Livs of Edward, Lord Herbert, of 

Cherdurv. Written by himself. , 



PoLONius; ori Wise Saws and Modern In- 
stances. Edward FitzGerald. 

The RuBiiVAT.OF Omar KhavvXm. Edwtvd 
FitzGerald. Fifth Edition. 
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The New Library of Medicine 

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY. Deviy Svo 

Hygiene op Mind, The. 



Care of the Body, The. F. Cavanagh. 
Second Mdition js. 6d. net. 

Children of the Nation, The. The Right 
Hon. Sir John Gorst. Second Edition, 
•js. ftd. net. 

Diseases of Occupation. Sir Thos. Oliver. 
Tos.6d.net. Second Edition. 

Drugs and the Drug Habit. H. Sains- 
bury. 

Functional Nerve Diseases. A. T. Scbo- 
field, fs. td. net. 



T. S. Clouston. 
Sixth Edition, js. 6d. net. 

Sir George Newman. 



Infant Mortality. 
JS. 6d. net. 



Prevention of Tuberculosis (Consump- 
tion), The. Arthur Newsholme. ips. 6d. 
net. Second Mdition. 

Air AND Health. Ronald C. Macfie. js.id. 
net. Second Edition, 



The New Library of Music 

Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated, Demy %vo, ^s. 6d. net 

J. A. Fuller-Maitland. Second I Handel. R. A. Streatfeild Second Edition. 
I Hugo Wolf. Ernest Newman. 



Brahms, 
Edition. 



Illustrated. 



Dante; Alighierl 
Edition. 



Fcap. %vo, 

Paget Toynbee, 



Oxford Biographies 

Each volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, y. 6d. net 



Fifth 



GiROLAMO Savonarola. E. L. S. Horsburgh, 
Sixth Edition. \ ' " 

John Howard. E. C. S. Gibson. 

Alfred Tennyson. A. C. Benson. Second 
Edition. 

Sir Walter Raleigh. I. A. Taylor. 



Erasmus. E. F. H. Capey. 

Robert Burns. T. F. Henderson. 

Chatham. A. S. McDowall. 

Canning. W. Alison Phillips. 

Beaconsfield. Walter Sichel. 

Johann Wolfgang Goethe. H. G. Atkins. 

Francois de Fenelon. Viscount St. Cyres. 



Four Plays 

Fcdp. Svo. 



The Honeymoon. A Comedy in Three Acts. 
Arnold Bennett. Third Edition, 

The Great Adventure. A Play of Fancy in 
Four Acts. Arnold Bennett. Fourth Edition. 

Milestones. Arnold Bennett and Edward 
Knoblauch. ' Seventh Edition. 



2s. net 

Kismet. Edward Knoblauch;' 
tion. 



Third Edi- 



Typhoon. A Play in Four Acts. Melchior 
Lengyel. English Version by Laurence 
Irving. Second Edition. 



The States of Italy 

Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS 

Illustrated, Demy Svo 

A History of Milan under the Sforza. I A History of Verona. A. M. Allen. 
Cecilia M. Ady. lo;. 6d. net. | 12s. 6d. net. 

A History of Perugia. W. Heywood. 12J. 6d. net. 
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The Westminster Commentaries 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK 



Demy Svo 



The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R. 
B. Rackham. SzxiA Edition, los. (nd. 

The First Epistle of Paul the Apostle 
TO THE Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
Goudge. Third Edition, 6s. 

The Book of Exodus. Edited by A. H. 
M'Neile. With a Map and 3 Plans, tos. 6d. 

The Book of Ezekiel. Edited by H. A* 
Redpath'. - tosr 6d. 

The Book of Genesis. Edited, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by S. R. Driver. Ninth 
Edition^ xos. 6d, 



Additions and Corrections in the 
Seventh and Eiphth Editions of the 
Book of Genesis. S. R. Driver, u. 

The Book of the Prophet Isaiah. 
Edited by G. W. Wade. loj. 6d. 

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gib- 
son. Second Edition. 6s. 

The Epistle of St. James. Edited, with 
Introduction and Not'es, by R. J. Knowling. 
Second Edition, 6s. 



The 'Young' Series 

Illustrated. Crown %vo 



The Yoong Botanist. W. P. Westell and 
C. S. Cooper. 3J. 6d. net. 

The Young Carpenter. Cyril Hall. 5J. 

The Young Electrician. Hammond Hall. 



The Young Engineer. Hammond Hall. 
T^ird Edition, $s. 

The Young Naturalist. W. P. Westell. 
Second Edition. 6s. 

The Young Ornithologist. W. P. Westell 



Methuen's Shilling Library 

/<'cap. Svo. IS. net 



Blue Bird, The. Maurice Maeterlinck. 
Charles Dickens. G. K. Chesterton. 
Charmides, and other Poems. Oscar 

Wilde. 
ChitrXl: The Story of a Minor Siege. Sir 

G. S. Robertson. 
Condition of England, The. G. F. ' G. 

Masterman. 
De Profundis. Oscar Wilde. 
From Midshipman to Field-Marshal. 

Sir Evelyn Wood, F.M., V.C. 
Harvest HoMfe. 5- V. Lucas. 
Hills and the Sea. Hilaire Belloc. 
Huxley, Thomas Henry. , P. Chalmers- 
Mitchell. 
Ideal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. 
Intentions. Oscar Wilde. 
Jimmy Glover, his Book. James M. 

Glover. ; ' 

John Boyes, King op the Wa-Kikuvu. 

John Boyes. 
Lady Windermere's Fan. Oscar Wilde. 
Letters from a Self-made Merchant 

to his Son. George Horace Lorimer. 



Life of John Ruskin, The. W. G. CoUing- 
wood. 

Life of Robert Louis Stevenson, The 
Graham Balfour. 

Life of Tennyson, The. A. C. Benson. 

Little of Everything, A. E. V. Lucas. 

Lord Arthur Savile's Crime. Oscar Wilde. 

Lore of the Honey-Bee, The. Tickner 
Edwardes. 

Man and the Universe. Sir Oliver Lodge. 

Mary Magdalene. Maurice Maeterlinck. 

Old Country Life. S. Baring-Gould, 

Oscar Wilde : A Critical Study. Arthur 
Ransome. 

Parish Clerk, The. P. H. Ditchfield. 

Selected PpEMS. Oscar Wilde. 

Sevastopol," and other Stories. Leo 
Toktoy. 

Two Admirals. Admiral John Moresby. 

Under Five Reigns. Lady Dorothy Nevill. 

Vailtma Letters. Robert Louis Stevenson. 

Vicar of Morwenstow, The. S. Baring- 
Gould. 



General Literature 
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Books for Travellers 

Crown %vo, ' 6s. each 
E^ch volume contains a number of Illustrations in Coiour 



Avon and Shakespeare's Country, The. 
A.,G. Bradley. 

Black Forest, A Book of the. C. E. 
Hughes. 

Bretons at Home, The. F. M. GostUng. 

Cities of Lombardy, The. Edward Hutton. 

Cities of Romagna and the Marches, 
The. Edward Hutton. 

Cities of Spain, The. Edward Hutton. 

Cities of Umbria, The. Edward Hutton. 

Days in Cornwall. C. Lewis Hind. 

Florence and Northern Tuscany, -with 
Genoa. Edward Hutton. 

Land of Pardons, The (Brittany). Anatole 
Le Braz. 

Naples. Arthur JI. Norway. 

Naples Riviera, The. H. M.-Vaughan. 

New Forest, The. Horace G- Hutchinson. 



Norfolk BROADSi The. W. A. Dutt.; 

Norway and its Fjords. M. ^. Wyilie. 

Rhine, A Book of the. S. B.Tring- Gould. 

Rome. Edward Hutton, , ,, , 

Round about Wiltshire. A. G. Bradley. 

Scotland of To-day. T. F; Henderson and 
Francis Watt. . 

Siena and Southern TustANv. Edward 
Hutton. 

Skirts of the Great City, The. Mrs. A. 
G. Bell. 

Through East Ar^OLiA in a Motor Car. 
J. E. Vincent. ' 

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton. 

Wanderer in Florence, A. E. V, Lucas. 

Wanderer, in Pa^iis, A. ,E. V. Lucas. 

Wanderer in Holland, A. E. V. Lucais. 

Wanderer in London, A, E. V. Lucas. 



Some Books on Art 



Armourer and his Craft, The. Charles 
ffoulkes. Illustrated. Royal ^o. £z zs. 
net. ' 

.Art and Life. T. Sturge Moore. ' Illustrated. 
Cr. Zvo. 5J. net. 

British School; The. An Atiedtjotal Guide 
to the British Pkihtfirs and Paintings in the 
National Gallery. E. V. Lucas. Illus- 
trated. , Fcap., Svo. zs. 6d. net. , 

Decorative Iron Work. Froin the xfth 
to the xviiith Century. Charles ffoulkes. 
■Royal d^io. £2 zs. net. 

Francesco Guardi, 1712-1793. G.- A. 
Simonson. Illustrated. Imperial ^to. 
£2 zs'. net. •■■:''-•> 

Illustrations of the Book of Job. 
William Blake. Quarto. £1 is. nei. 

John Lucas", Portrait PImnter, 1828-1874. 
Arthur Lucas. Illustrated. Imperial i,io. 
jCj^snef. 

Old Paste. A. Beresford Ryley. Illustrated. 
Royal 4to. £1 2s. net. 

One Hundred Masterpieces of Painting. 

^ With an Introduction by R. C. Witt. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. 
net. 



One Hundred Masterpieces ofSculpture. 
With an Introduction by G. F. Hill. Illus- 
trated. Betny 8vo. los. 6d. net. 

ROMNEY Folio,. A. With an Ess?iy by A. B. 
Chamberlain. . .Itnperial. Polio. £15 iss. 
net. --■■-' 

Royal ■ Academy- Lectures on PaintiKg. 
George Clausen. Illustrated. Crown Bito. 
Ss..pet. ; -, ,,^ 

Saints in Art, The. Margaret E. Tajibr. 
Illustrated. Third Edition, Fcap. Bvo. 
3J. 6d. net. ' ■ -' :.''... 

Schools of Painting. Mary Innes. Illus- 
trated. Cr. Bm. 5s.. net. . .; 

Celtic Art in Pagan andChristian Times. 
J. R. Allen. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
. Demy, Zvo, js, 6d. net. < ■ 

'Classics of Art.' See page 14. 

'The Connoisseur's Library.' See page 15. 

* Little Books on Art.' See page 18. 

'The Little Galleries.' Seepage 18. 
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Some Books on Italy 



Etruria and Modern Tuscany, Old, 
Mary L. Cameron, Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s. net. 

Florence : H»r Hbtory and Art to the Fall 
of the Republic. F. A. Hyett. Demy Svo. 
7s. ^. net. 

Florence, A Wanderer in. E. V. Lucas. 
Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

Florence and her Treasures. H. M. 
Vaughan. Illustrated. Fcap. %vo. ^. net. 

Florence, Country Walks about. Edward 
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Fcap, Zvo. 5S. net, 

Florence and the Cities of Northern 
Tuscany, with Genoa. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr. Zvo- 6s, 

LoMBARDY, The Cities of. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

Milan under the Sforza, A History of. 
Cecilia M. Ady. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 
tos. 6d. net. 

Naples : Past and Present. A. H. Norway. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Nap,les ;Riviera, The. H. M. Vaughan. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Bz>o. 6s. 

Perugia, A History of. William Heywood. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 12s, 6d. net. 

Rome. Edward Hutton. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

ROMAGNA and THE MARCHES, ThE CiTIES 

of. Edward Hutton. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Roman Pilgrimage, A. R. E. Roberts. 
Illustrated. DemyZvo. ios.6d.net. 

Rome of the Pilgrims and Martyrs. 

Ethel Ross Barker. Demy Zvo, \-zs. 6d. 

net. 
Rome. C. G. Ellaby. Illustrated. Small 

Pott Zvo. Clo£h,.2S. 6d. net ; leather, ss. 6d. 

net, 

Sicily. F. H. Jackson. Illustrated. Small 
Pott Zvo. Cloth, zs, 6d. net ; leather, gj. 6d. 
net. 

Sicily : The New Winter Resort. Douglas 
Sladen. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 5J-. nei. 

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward 
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 



Umbria, The Cities of. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Fi/th Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Venice on Foot. H. A. Douglas. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. Fcap.Zvo. ss.net. 

Venice and her Treasures. H. A. 
Douglas. Illustrated. Fca^. Zvo. 5s. net. 

Verona, A History of. A. M. Allen. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d. net. 

Dante and his Italy. Lonsdale Ragg. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. \2.s. 6d. net. 

Dante Alighieri : His Life and Works. 
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. sj. 
net. 

Home Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon. 
Illustrated. Third Editiofi. Demy Zvo. 
Tos. 6d. net. 

Lakes of Northern Italy, The. Richard 
Bagot. Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap. 

Zvo. 5s, net. 

txjRENzo the Magnificent. E. L. S. 
Horsburgh. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Demy ^vo. 15J. net. 

Medici Popes, The. H. M. Vaughan. Illus- 
trated. Demy Zvo. 15J. net, 

St. Catherine of Siena and her Times. 
By the Author of * Mdlle. Mori.' Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net. 

S. Francis of Assist, The Lives of. 
Brother Thomas of Celano. Cr, Zvo. 55, 
net. 

Savonarola, Girolamo. E. L. S. Horsburgh. 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. $s. net, 

Shelley and his Friends in Italy. Helen 
R. Angeli. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. ioj. 6d. 
net. 

Skies Italian : A Little Breviary for Tra- 
vellers in Italy. Ruth S. Phelf^. Fcap Zvo. 
SJ. net. 

United Italy. F. M. Underwood Demy 
Zvo. los. 6d. net. 

Woman in Italy. W. Boulting. Illustrated. 
Demy Zvo. los. 6d, net. 
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Part III. — A Selection of Works of Fiction 



Albaneal (B. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Fourih Edition. Cr. 
ive, 6s. 

I KNOW A MAIDEN. T/iird Editian. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s, ■ ^ 

THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA; on, The 

Pqlite Adventuress, , Third Edition. 

Cr, &V0. 3J. 6rf. 

THE GLAD HEART. FifthEdition. Cr, 
%vo, 6s, 

OLIVIA MARY. FmrtA Editim, Cr, 
Szro, 6s. 

THE BELOVED ENEMY. Second Edition, 
Cr, 8p(7. 6s. 

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Edition Cr, 8^o, 6s, 
THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr, 

%vo, 6s, 
ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Fourth Edition. 

Cr, 8vo. 6s, 
LOVE'S PROXY. Cr, Szio, 6s. 
DONNA DIANA. Second Edition, Cr, 

Bpo. 6s, ,-, 

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLE. Third 

Edition, Cr. &vo, 6s.. 

DARNELEY PLACE. Second Edition. 
Cr, 8vo, 65, 

Bailey (H.G.). STORM AND TREASURE. 
third Edition. Cr.iva. 6s, 

THE LONELY QUEEN. Third Edition, 
Cr, ^o, 6s, ' - ' ( 

THE SEA CAPTAIN. Third Edition, 
Cr, ^00, 6s. 

Barlng-Gould (S.). IN THE ROAR OF 

THE SEA. Eighth Edition. Cr. iaio. 6s. 

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 
Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, Cr, 
Soo, 6s, 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

BLADYS OF THE STE'W^PONEY. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 



PABO THE PRIEST. Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Secotui Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

IN DEWISLAND. Second EdiHon. Cr. 
Zvo, 6s, 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. 
Fifth Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s. 



Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fi/IA Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s: 



Begble (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND 
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR 
JOHN SPARROW, Bart.; or, The 
Progress of. an Open Mind. Second 
Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 



BeUoc (H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. Third 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER. 

Eleventh Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
THE CARD. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
HILDA LESSWAYS. Eighth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s: 
BURIED ALIVE. Third Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s. 
A MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third 

Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS. 

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE REGENT : A Five Towks StoRv. ol^ 

Adventure in London. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
ANNA OF THE FIVE TOWNS. Fcm^. 

Zvo. IS. net. ) 

TERESA OF WATLING STREET. Fcap. 
■ Zvo. js. net, 

Benson (E. F.). DODO : A Detail of THfe 
Day. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 



26 



Methuen and Company Limited 



Birmingham (George &.). SPANISH 

GOLD. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Bva. 6s. 

Also Fcap. ivo. is. net. 
THE SEARCH PARTY. Tenth Edition. 

Cr. BzfO. 6s. 

Also FcaS. Zvo. is. net. 
LALAGE'S LOVERS. Third Edition. Cr. 

THE ADVENTURES OF DR. WHITTY. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Bowen (Uarjorie). I WILL MAINTAIN. 

Ninth Edition. Cr. Bffff. 6^. 
DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Seventh 

Edition. Cr. ?,vo. 6s. 
A KNIGHT OF SPAIN. Third Edition. 

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edition. 

Cr. Svo. 6s. 
GOD AND THE KING. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. taio. 6s. 
THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Castle (Agnes and Egerton). THE 
GOLDEN BARRIER. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8m. 6s. 

Chesterton (0. K.). THE FLYING INN. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s. 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). THE GETTING 
WELL OF DOROTHY. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8m. 3s. 6d. 

Oonrad (Joseph). THE SECRET AGENT : 
A Simple Tale. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
6s. 

A SET OF SIX. Fourth Edition. Cr.Sm. 6s. 

UNDER WESTERN EYES. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

CHANCE. Ei£-hth Edition. Cr. 8w. 6s. 

Conyerg (Dorothea). SALLY. FouHh 

Edition. Cr. ^0. 6s. 
SANDY MARRIED. Fifth Edition. Cr. 

8vo. 6s. 

GoreUi (Harle). A ROMANCE OF TWO 
WORLDS. Thirty-Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s, 

VENDETTA ; or, The Story of one For- 
gotten. Thirty-first Edition. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

THELMA: A Norwegian Princess. 
Portyfourth Edition. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

ARDATH : The Story of a Dead Self. 
Twenty-first Edition. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Eighteenth 
Edition. Cr, 8zri7. 6s. 

WORMWOOD: A Drama of Paris. 
Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

BARABBAS: A Dream of the World's 
Tragedy. Forty-seventh Edition. Cr. Sot. 
■6s. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty- 
ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE MASTER -CHRISTIAN. Fifteenth 
Edition, ijgth Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

TEMPORAL POWER: A Study in 
Supremacy. Second Edition. i^oth 
Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 



\ GOD'S GOOD MAN: A Simple Love 
Story. Seventeenth Edition, z^^th Thou- 
sand. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

HOLY ORDERS : The Tragedy op a 
Qdiet Life. Second Edition, isoth 
*Thousand. Cr. 8z/o. 6s, 

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Thirty-second 
Edition. , Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
A Iso Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

BOY: A Sketch. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 
Also Fca^. Zvo. is. net. 

CAMEOS. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 
6s. 

THE LIFE EVERLASTING. Sijeth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

JANE : A Social Incident. Fcap. Zvo. 
IS, net. 

Crockett (S. R.). LOCHINVAR. Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zao. 6s. 

THE STANDARD BEARER. Second 
Edition, Cr. ^o. 6s. 

Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 
MENT. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Fifth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

ANGEL. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Seventh 
Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

BABES IN THE WOOD. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

Danby(Prank). JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY. 
Fcap, Zvo, IS. net. 

Doyle (Sir A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. Twelfth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Also Fcap. 8vo. is. net. 

Drake (Maurice). WO3. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Flndlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Secottd 
Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

Findlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Pry (B. and G. B.). A MOTHER'S SON. 
Fifih Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Zm. 6s. 

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition, Cr,8m. 6s. 
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Hanptmann (Qerhart). THE FOOL in 
CHRIST : Emmanuel Quint. Translated 
by Thomas Seltzer. Cr, 8z/o. 6j. 

HlohenB (Kobert). THE PROPHET OF 

BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8ot. 6s. 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Swo. 6*. 
FELIX : Three Years in a Life. Tintk 

Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eighth 

Edition. Cr. %vo, 6s. 

Also FcUp. Zvo, IS. net. 
BYEWAYS. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty 

fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. dr., 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Sot. 6s. 
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Ninth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 2S. 6d. 

Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 
THE DWELLER ON THE THRESHOLD. 

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE WAY OF AMBITION. Fifth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Hope (Anthony). A CHANGE OF AIR. 
Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

PHROSO. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. C 
Zvo. 6s. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. 
Cr. 8to. 6s. 

THE ICING'S MIRROR. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. .6s. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus- 
trated. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zmo. 6s. 

Hatten (Baroness von). THE HALO. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. Zoo. 6s. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe). FIREMEN HOT. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

•The Inner Shrine' (Anther of). THE 

WILD OLIVE. Third Edition. Cr. ^o. 

6s. 
THE STREET CALLED STRAIGHT. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE WAY HOME. Second Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s. 



Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES 

Thirty-third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. 

Also Illustrated in colour. Defny Zvo. 

7S. 6d. net. 
SEA URCHINS. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 3J. 6d. 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 

Tenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3^. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Eleventh 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. 

Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net, 
THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Eleventh 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. 
ATSUNWICHPORT. Illustrated. Eleventh 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. 
DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Eighth 

Edition, Cr. Zvo, y, 6d, 
ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 2S. ^. 
THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated. 

Ninth Edition, Cr. Zvo. ys. 6d. 
SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d, 
SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Fifth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d, 
SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 3;. 6d. 

James (Henry). THE GOLDEN BOWL. 
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Le Qnenx (William). THE CLOSED 
BOOK. Third Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 
Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s. 

BEHIND THE THRONE. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Ninth 
Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 

Lowndes (Hrs. BeUoc). THE CHINK 

IN THE ARMOUR. Fourth Edition, 

Cr, Zvo, 6s, net, 
MARY PECHELL. Second Edition, Cr, 

Zvo, 6s. 
STUDIES IN LOVE AND IN TERROR. 

Second Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s. 
THE LODGER. Fourth Edition. Crown 

Zvo. 6s, 

Lucas (B. Y.). LISTENER'S LURE: An 

Oblique Narration. Tenth Edition, 

Fcap, Zvo. 5J. 
OVER BEMERTON'S: An Easy-going 

Chronicle. Twelfth Edition. Fcap. Zvo, 

SS, 
MR. INGLESIDE. Tenth Edition, Fiap, 

Zvo, 5s, 
LONDON LAVENDER. Eighth Edition, 

Fcap, Zvo. ss. 
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LyaU (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST. 44rt T/iousand. Cr. Svo. 
3J. 6rf. 

fflaonaoghtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA M'NAB. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Zv0. 2J. net, 

PETER AND JANE. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. &IIO. fa. 

Malet (Lucas). A COUNSEL OF PER- 
FECTION. Second Edition. Cr. ino. fa. 

COLONEL ENDERBY'S WIFE. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY: A Romance. SeaentA JSdi- 
Hon. Cr^ Bvo, fa. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition. 
Cr. Sao. fa. 

THE CARISSIMA. Ei/tA Edition. Cr, 
Bvo, 6s. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fi/th Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo, fa. 

Hason (ft. B. W.). CLEMENTINA. 
Illustrated. Ninth Edition, Cr, Svo, fa. 

Maxwell (W. B.). THE RAGGED MES- 
SENGER. Third Edition, Cr.ivo, 6s, 

VIVIEN. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. %vo. fa. 

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. Ztio. 6s. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

ODD LENGTHS. Second Edition, Cr. Svo, 
fa. 

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition, Cr, Svo. fa. 
A tso Fcap. 8vo, is. net. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Be- 
tween You AND 1. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. fa. 

THE REST CURE. Fourth Edition, Cr, 
Zvo. fa. 

Milne (ft. ft.). THE DAY'S PLAY. Fifth 

EditioTU Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Second Edition, 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Montague (C. B.). A HIND LET LOOSE. 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
THE MORNING'S WAR. Second Edition, 

Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

Morrison (ftrthur). TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Seventh Edition, Cr.Zvo, 6s, 

Also Fcap. Zvo, IS, net. 
A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. fa. 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

OUlvant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a 
Frontispiece. Twelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo.- 6s. 



THE TAMING OF JOHN BLUNT. 

Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE ROYAL ROAD. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. fa. 

Onions (Oliver). GOOD BOY SELDOM: 
A Romance of Advertisement. Second 
Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

THE TWO KISSES. Third Edition. 
Cr, Zvo, 6s. 

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 
MEN. Fifth Edition, Cr. Zvo, fa. 

THE MISSING DELORA. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
A Iso Fcap, Zvo, is. net. 

Orczy (Baroness). FIRE IN STUBBLE. 
Fi/tA Edition. Cr, Zvo. fa. 
Also Fcap, Zvo. is, net, 

Oxenham (John). A WEAVER OF 

WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Edition, Cr, 

Zvo, fa. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Third 

Edition, Cr. Zvo, fa. 

Also Fcap, Zvo. zs, net, 
PROFIT AND LOSS. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, fa. 

Also Fcap, Zvo, is. net. 
THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and Othek 

Stories. Second Edition, Cr, Zvo, fa. 
MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth 

Edition, Cr, Zvo, fa. 
LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr, Zvo. 

fa. 
THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, fa. 
THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE. 

Fourth Edition, Cr, Zvo. 6s, 
MARY ALL-ALONE. Third Edition, Cr. 

Zvo, 6s. 

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS 
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition, Cr, Zvo, fa. 

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo, fa. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
Fourth Edition, Cr, Zvo. fa. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 
trated. Tenth Edition, Cr. Zvo, fa. 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Seventh 
Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 
The Last Adventures of ' Pretty 
FiBKRB.' Fifth Edition, Cr, Zvo, fa. 

THE SEATS OF THE MI<JHTY. Illus- 
trated. Nineteenth Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: A 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. fa. 
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THE POMP OF THE I-AVILETTES. 

Third Edition. Cr. Szin. 3s. 6d. 
NORTHERN LIGHTS. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. ivo. 6j 
THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. Thira 

Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Pasture (His. Henry de la). THE 

TYRANT. Fourth Edition. Cr. %vo. bs. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
I CROWN THEE KING. Illustrated. Cr. 

Svo. 6s. 
LOVE THE HARVESTER : A Story of 

THE Shires. Illustrated. Third Edition. 

Cr. 8ptf. 2S. 6d. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN 

HEART. Fifth Edition. Cr. ivo. is. net. 

Perrin (Alice). THE CHARM. Fifth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Aise Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 
THE ANGLO-INDIANS. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. 8»u. 6s. 

PhiUpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS. 
Third Edition. Cr. Zno. 6s. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.- 

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

THE POACHER'S WIFE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE STRIKING HOURS. Secoiffl Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fcaf. Zvo. is. 
net. 

PlckthaU (Marmaduke). SAID, THE 
FISHERMAN. Tenth EdiHon. Cr. Zvo. 
6s. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

'0'(A. T. Qulller-Oouoh). THE MAYOR 
OF TROY. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

MERRY-GARDEN and other Stories. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

MAJOR VIGOTJREUX. Third Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 



Ridge (W. Pett). ERB. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A SON OF THE STATE. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 3f. 6d. 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. 
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Zoo. 6s. 
SPLENDID BROTHER. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Zmo. 6s. 

Also Fcai). Zvo. is. net. 
NINE TO SIX-THIRTY. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THANKS TO SANDERSON. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
DEVOTED SPARKES. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE REMINGTON SENTENCE. Third 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Rassell (W. Olark). MASTER ROCKA- 
FELLAR'S VOYAGE. Illustrated. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. 

Sidgwiok (Urs. Alfred). THE KINS- 
MAN. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

THE LANTERN-BEARERS. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE SEVERINS. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 
6s. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

ANTHEA'S GUEST. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

LAMORNA. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

BELOW STAIRS. Second Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s, 

Snalth (J. 0.). THE PRINCIPAL GIRL. 

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
AN AFFAIR OF STATE. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

SomerTille (E. (E.) and Ross (Hartln). 
DAN RUSSEL THE FOX. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. IS. net. 

Tharston (E. Temple). MIRAGE. Fovrt/i 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Also Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). ALISE OF 
ASTRA. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE BIG FISH. Third Edition. Cr. 8»«. 
fa. 

Webling (Peggy). THE STORY OF 
VIRGINIA PERFECT. Third Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Also Fcap. ^o. IS. net. 
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THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. Six/A Ediiim. 
Cr. im. 6s. 

FELIX CHRISTIE. TAird Edition. Cr. 
%vo. ks. 

THE PEARL STRINGER. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Sz/tf. fis. 

Westrnp (Margaret) (Mrs. W. Sydney 
Stacey). TIDE MARKS. Third Edition. 
Cr. Sao. 6f. 

Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED 
ROBE. Illustrated. Twenty-third Edi- 
tion. Cr. ivo. 6s. 
Atso Fcap. Zvo. is. net. 

WUtby (Beatrice). ROSAMUND. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8z/o. 6s. 

Williamson (C. H. and A. «.). THE 
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : The 
Strange Adv6ntm-es of a Motor Car. Illus- 
trated. Twenty-second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Also Cr. Svo. IS. net, 

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance 
OF A Motor. Illustrated. JVinth Edition. 
Cr. Szio. 6s. 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Eleventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Also Ecafi. Zvo. is.net. 



THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Illustrated. 

Tenth Edition. Cr. 87/0. 6s. 

*Also Fcap. ivo. rs. net. 
THE CAR OF DESTINY. Illustrated. 

■ Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. Illus- 
trated. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
SET IN SILVER. Illustrated. Fi/th 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS 

AMERICA. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. Svo. 6s. 

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE HEATHER MOON. Fifth Edition. 

Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE LOVE PIRATE. lUustrated. Second 

Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
THE DEMON. Fcap. Smo. is. net. 



WyUarde (Dolf). THE PATHWAY OF 
THE PIONEER (Nous Autres). Sixth 
Edition. Cr, Svo. 6s, 



Books for Boys and Girls 

Illustrated. Crown &vo. y. 6d. 



Getting Well of Dorothv, The. 
W. K. Clifford. 



Mrs. 



Girl of the People, A. L. T. Meade. 
Honourable Miss, The. L. T. Meade. 

Master Rockafellar's Voyage. W. Clark 
Russell. 



Only a Guard-Room Dog. 
Cuthell. 



Edith E. 



Red Grange, The. Mrs. Molesworth. 

Syd Belton : The Boy who would not go 
to Sea. G. Manville Fenn. 

There was once a Prince. Mrs. M. E. 
Mann. , 



Methuen's Shilling Novels 

Fcap. Zvo. IS. net 



Anna of the Five Towns. Arnold Bennett. 
Barbary Sheep. Robert Hichens. . 

BoTOR Chaperon, The. C. N. and A. M. 

Williamson. 

Boy. Marie Corelli. 

Charm, The. Alice Perrin. 

Dan Russel the Fox. E. CE. Somerville 
and Martin Ross. 



Demon, The. C. N. and A. M. Williamson. 
Fire in Stubble. Baroness Orczy. 
Gate op Desert, The. John Oxenham. 
Guarded Flame, The. W. B. Maxwell. 
Halo, The. Baroness von Hutten. 
Hill Rise. W. B. M.-ixwelI. 
Jane. Marie Corelli. 
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Joseph. Frank Danby. 

Lady Betty Across the Water. C. N, 
and A. M. Williamson. 

Light Freights. W. W. Jacobs. 

Long Road, The. John Oxenham. 

Mighty Atom, The. Marie CorelU. 

MiKAGB. E. Temple Thutston. 

Missing Delora, The. E. Phillips Oppen- 
heim. 

Round the Rkd Lamp. Sir A. Conan Doyle. 

SaYd, the Fisherman. Marmaduke Pick- 
thall. 



Search Party, The. G. A. Birmingham. 

Secret Woman, The. Eden Phillpotts. 

Severins, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick. 

Spanish Gold. G. A. Birmingliam. 

Splendid Brother. W. Pett Ridge. 

Tales of Mean Streets. Arthur Morrison. 

Teresa op Watling Street. Arnold 
Bennett. 

Tyrant, The. Mrs. Henry de la Pasture. 

Under the Red Robe. Stanley J. Weyman. 

Virginia Perfect. Peggy Webling. 

Woman with the Fan, The. Robert 
Hichens. 



Methnen's Sevenpenny Novels 



Angel. B. M. Croker. 

Broom Squire, The. S. Baring-Gould 

By Stroke of Sword. Andrew Balfour. 

House of Whispers, The. William Le 
Queux. 

Human Bov, The. Eden Phillpotts. 

I Crown Thee King. Max Pemberton. 

Late in Life. Alice Perrin. 

Lone Pine. R. B. Townshend. 

Master of Men. E. Phillips Oppenheim. 

Mixed Marriage, A. Mr. F. E. Penny. 



Fmp. Svo. "jd. net 

Peter, a Parasite. E. Maria Albanesi. 



Pomp of the Lavilettes, The. Sir Gilbert 
Parker. 

Prince Rupert the Buccaneer. C. J. 
Cutcliffe Hyne. 

Princess Virginia, The. C. N. & A. M. 
Williamson. 

Profit and Loss. John Oxenham. 

Red House, The. E. Nesbit. 

Sign of the Spider, The. Bertram Mitford. 

Son of the State, A. W. Pett Ridge. 
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